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ADVERTISEMENT 

T  O    T  H  E 

READERS 

On  the  following  HEADS. 

Of    the  different  Editions    of  this 
Book. 

j^22$5S^//£  larger  Edition  is  prefaced 


jSgg^jr ?%£  w/'^  *  Difcourfe  on  the  right 
!)£x  *  ^6c  way  of  fitting  the  Pfalms  of 
^|g|g  David  for  Chriftian  Worihip  5 
wherein  a  plain  Account  is  given 
of  the  Author's  general  Conduft  in  limi- 
tation of  the  Pfalms,  together  with  fome 
evident  and  convincing  Arguments  to  [up~ 
port  it.  "there  are  alfo  particular  Notes  ad- 
ded  at  the  End  of  a  great  Number  of  the 
Ffalms$  which  explain  their  Evangelical 
$i»fe9  and  Jhow  the  Reafon  why  they  an  **- 
A  2  thtr 


A  DVERTISEMENT 
ther  paraphrased  or  abridged   in  fuch  a  man- 
ner  here. 

At  the  Requefi  of  many  Friends,  the  Au- 
thor has  permitted  this  Edition  in  afmaller 
Form,  to  render  it  more  portable  and  conve- 
nient for  publick  Worfhip  ;  he  therefore  de- 
foes,  and  may  reajonably  demand  this  Piece 
of  Juftice  of  all  his  Readers,  that  they  will 
not  Cenfure  and  Condemn  any  part  of  this 
Work,  without  a  diligent  Perufal  of  the  lar- 
ger  Edition,  wherein  the  Preface  and  Notes, 
in  the  Judgment  of  many  learned  and  pious 
Men,  have  given  a  fvfficient  Vindication  of 
the  whole  Performance. 

Of  the  Ufe  of  tliis  Pfalm-Book. 

'The  chief  *Defign  of  this  Work  was  to 
improve  Pfalmody  or  Religious  Singing, 
and  to  encourage  the  frequent  Br a3 ice  of  it 
in  publick  Ajfemblies  and  private  Families 
with  more  Honour  and  Delight  j  yet  the  Au- 
thor hopes  the  Reading  of  it  may  alfo  enter- 
tain the  Parlour  and  the  Clofet  with  devout 
Tleafure  and  holy  Meditations.  Therefore  he 
would  rcqutfi  his  Traders  at  proper  Seafons  t<i 
tsrufe  it  thro*  $  and  among  ^of acred  Hymns 
they  may  find  out  fever al  that  fuit  their  own 
Cafe  and  Temper,  or  the  Circumfiances  of 
families  and  FrienJs ;  they  may  teach 

their 
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their  Children  fuch  as  are  proper  for  their 
Age,  and  by  treafuring  them  in  their  Me- 
mory they  way  be  fumffid  for  pious  T^etire- 
ment,  or  may  entertain  their  Friends  with 
holy  Melody. 

Of  chufing  or  finding  the  Pfalm. 

The  Perufal  of  the  whole  Book  will  acquaint 
every  Reader  with  the  Author  s  Method,  and 
by  confulting  the  Index  or  Table  of  Con- 
tents at  the  End,  he  may  find  Hymns  very  pro* 
per  for  many  Occaflons  ofthe^  ChriftianLife  and 
Worfhip ;  tho  no  Copy  of  David**  Pfalter  can 
provide  for  all,  as  'I have  flown  in  the  Preface. 

Or  if  he  remember  the  firft  Line  of  any 
Pfalm,  the  Table  of  the  firft  Lines  will  di- 
reft  where  to  find  it. 

Or  if  any  flail  think  it  heft  to  fing  all  the 
Tfalms  in  order  in  Churches  or  Families,  it 
may  be  done  with  Profit ;  provided  thafe 
Tfalms  be  omitted  that  refer  to  fpecial  Oc- 
currences of  Nations,  Churches  or  fingle 
Chriftians. 

Of  naming  the  Pfalms. 

Let  the  Number   of  the  Pfalm  be  named 

difiinclly,  together  with  the  particular  Metre > 

and  particular  Part  of  it  :  As  for  Infiance  ; 
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vi  Advertisement 
Let  us  fing  the  3  3d  Pfalm,  2d  Part.  Com- 
mon Metre ;  or,  Let  us  fing  the  91ft 
Pfalm,  1  ft  Part,  beginning  at  the  Paufe  ; 
or,  ending  at  the  Paufe ;  or,  Let  us  fing 
the  84th  Pfalm  as  the  148th  Pfalm,  &c. 
And  then  read  over  the  firfi  Stanza  before 
you  begin  to  fing,  that  the  People  may  find  it 
in  their  Books,  whether  you  fing  with  or  with- 
out reading  Line  by  Line, 

Of  Dividing  the  Pfalm. 

If  the  Pfalm  be  too  long  for  the  Time  of 
Cuftom  of  Singing,  there  are  Paufes  in  many 
of  them^  at  which  you  may  properly  reft  :  Or 
you  may  leave  out  thofe  Verfes  which  are  in- 
cluded in  Crotchets  [  ]  without  difturbing  the 
Senfe  :  Or  in  fome  Places  you  may  begin  to 
fing  at  a  Paufe. 

Do  not  always  confine  your  felves  to  fix 
Stanza'/,  but  fing  [even  or  eight,  rather 
than  confound  the  Senfe  and  abufe  the  Pfalm 
in  folemn  Worjhip. 

Of  the  Manner  of  Singing. 

It  were  to  be  wifh9d  that  all  Congregations 
and  private  Families  would  fing  as  they  do  in 
foreign  Proteftant  Countries  without  reading 
Line  by  Line*     Tho    the  Author  has  done 

what 
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what  he  could  to  make  the  Senfe  compleat  in 
every  Line  or  two,  yet  many  Inconveniencies 
rvill  always  attend  this  unhappy  Manner  of 
Singing:  But  where  it  cannot  be  altered,  thefe 
two  things  may  give  fome  Relief, 

Firft,  Let  as  many  a,s  can  do  it  bring 
Pfalm-books  with  themy  and  look  on  the 
Words  while  they  fing,  fo  far  as  to  make  the 
Senre  compleat. 

Secondly,  Let  the  Clerk  read  the  whole 
Tfalm  over  aloud  before  he  begins  to  parcel  out 
the  Lines ,  that  the  People  may  have  fome  No* 
tion  of  what  they  fing  }  and  not  be  forced  -j^k; 
drag  on  heavily  thro7  eight  tedious  Syllabi^^ 
without  any  Meanings  till  the  next  Line  come 
to  give  the  Senfe  of  them. 

It  were  to  be  wifod  Mfo  that  we  might  not 
dwell  fo  long  upon  every  Jingle  Note,  and  pro- 
duce the  Syllables  tj  fuch  a  tirefome  Extent 
with  a  conftant  Vmformity  of  Time  $  which 
difgraces  the  M\  -'ck7  and  puts  the  Congrega- 
tion quite  out  of  Breath  in  finging  five  or  fix 
Stanzas  :  whereas  if  the  Method  of  Sing- 
ing were  but  reformed  to  a  greater  Speed  of 
Pronunciation ,  we  might  often  enjoy  the  Plea" 
fure  of  a  longer  Pfalm  with  lefs  Expence  of 
Time  and  Breath  }  and  our  Pfalmody  would 
be  more  agreeable  to  that  of  the  antient 
Churches,  more  intelligible  to  others,  and 
more  delightful  to  our  felves. 
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viii   Advertisement,  £$c. 

The  various  Meafures  of  the  Verfe 
are  fitted  to  the  Tunes  of  the  Old 

Psal  m-Book. 

To  the  Common   Times  fmg  all  entitled 

Common  Metre. 
To  the  Tunes  of  the  iooth-Pfalmj^ifftj?- 

titled  Long  Metre, 
To  the  Tune  of  the  25thPfalm  fmg  Short 

Metre, 
To  the  50th  Pfalm  fmg  one  Met/9  of  the  50th 

and  93d. 
To  the  1 1 2th  or  1 27th  Pfaliji  fing  one  Metre 

of  the  104th  and'isfith. 
To  the  1 1 3th  Pfalm  fmg  one  Metre  of  the 

19th,  33d,  58th/ 89th,  lafi  Tart,  96th, 

1  I2th3  113th. 
To  the  1 2 2d  Pfalm  fm*  cne  of  the  Metres  of 

the  93d,   I22d,  and  1  ?  3d. 
To  the   148th  Pfalm  fmg'  one  Metre  of  the 

84th,  121ft,  136th,  and  148th. 
To  a  New  Tune  fmg  one  Metre  of  the  50th 

and  1 1 5th. 


Dec,  1.  1718. 
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New  Testament. 


******  ***  ***^**********************l 

Psalm  I.     Common  Metre. 
'The  Way  and  End  of  the  Righteous  and  the  Wicked* 

1  T}  LEST  is  the  Man  who  fhuns  the  Place 
Jij     Where  Sinners  love  to  meet ; 

Who  fears  to  tread  their  wicked  Ways, 
And  hates  the  Scoffer's 'Seat. 

2  But  in  the  Statutes  of  the  Lord, 

Has  plac'd  his  chief  Delight  ; 
By  Day  he  reads  or  hears  the  Word, 
And  meditates  by  Night. 

A   5  2   r-fc 


2  Psalms. 

3  [He  like  a  Plant  of  generous  Kind 

By  living  Waters  fet, 
Safe  from  the  Storms  and  Wafting  Wind, 
Enjoys  a  peaceful  State.]] 

4  Green  as  the  Leaf,  and  ever  fair 

Shall  his  Profeffion  fhine  ; 

While  Fruits  of  Holinefs  appear 

Like  Clufters  on  the  Vine. 

5  Not  fo  the  Impious  and  Unjuft; 

What  vain  Defigns  they  form  ! 
Their  Hopes  are  blown  away  like  Duff, 
Or  Chaff  before  the  Storm. 

tf  Sinners  in  Judgment  fhall  not  ftand 
Amongft  the  Sons  of  Grace, 
When  Chrift  the  Judge  at  his  Right-hand 
Appoints  his  Saints  a  Place. 

7  His  Eye  beholds  the  Path  they  tread, 
His  Heart  approves  it  well ; 
But  crooked  Ways  of  Sinners  lead 
Down  to  the  Gates  of  Hell. 

Psalm  I.     Short  Metre. 
'The  Saint  Happy  ,  the  Sinner  Miferable, 

1  *HH  H  E  Man  is  ever  bleft 

X       Who  fhuns  the  Sinner's  Ways, 
Among  their  Counfels  never  ftands, 
Nor  takes  the  Scorner's  Place, 

2  But  makes  the  Law  of  God 

His  Study  and  Delight, 
Amidfl:  the  Labours  of  the  Day, 
And  Watches  of  the  Night. 

5  He  like  a  Tree  fhall  thrive, 
With  Waters  near  the  Root: 


Frefh 
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Frefh  as  the  Leaf  his  Name  fhall  live, 
His  Works  are  heav  nly  Fruit. 

4  Not  fo  th'  ungodly  Race, 
They  no  fuch  BleiTmgs  find  : 

Their  Hopes  fhall  flee  like  empty  Chaff 
Before  the  driving  Wind. 

5  How  will  they  bear  to  ftand 
Before  that  Judgment-Seat, 

Where  alJ  the  Saints  at  Chrlffi  Right-hand 
In  full  Affembly  meet  ? 

6  He  knows,  and  he  approves 
The  Way  the  Righteous  go  ; 

But  Sinners  and  their  Works  fhall  meet 

A  dreadful  Overthrow. 

i. 

Psalm  I.     Long  Metre. 
*The  Difference  between  the  Right  ecus  and  the  Wicked* 
I   T   TAppy  the  Man,  whole  cautious  Feet 
ij   Shun  the  broad  Way  that  Sinners  go, 
Who  hates  the  Place  where  Atheilts  meet, 
And  fears  to  talk  as  Scoffers  do. 

z  He  loves  t*  employ  his  Morning-Light 
Amongft  the  Statutes  of  the  Lord  ; 
And  fpends  the  wakeful  Hours  of  Night, 
With  Pleafure  pond 'ring  o'er  the  Word. 

3  He,  like  a  Plant  by  gentle  Streams, 
Shall  flourifh  in  immortal  Green  ; 

And  Heav'n  will  fhine  with  kindeft  Beams 
On  ev'iy  Work  his  Hands  begin. 

4  But  Sinners  find  their  Counfels  croft  ; 
As  Chaff  before  the  Tempeft  flies, 

So  fhall  their  Hopes  be  blown  and  loft, 
When  the  la  ft  Trumpeifbakes  the  Skies. 

f  In 
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5  In  vain  the  Rebel  feeks  to  ftand 

In  Judgment  with  the  pious  Race  ; 
The  dreadful  Judge  withftern  Command 
Divides  him  to  a  different  Place. 

6  <l  Strait  is  the  Way  my  Saints  have  trod, 
*  I  bleft  the  Path,  and  drew  it  plain  ; 

u  But  you  would  chufe  the  crooked  Road  ; 
,f  And  down  it  leads  to  endlefi  Pain. 

Psalm  II.     Short  Metre. 

Tranflated  according  to  the  Divine  Pattern,  ABs  4. 

24,  &>c. 

Cbrifi  Dying  j  Rijin&  Interceding,  and  Reigning. 

1  [\    \  Aker  and  Sovereign  Lord 

1 Vx    Of  Heaven,  and  Earth,  and  Seas> 
Thy  Providence  confirms  thy  Word, 
And  anfwers  thy  Decrees^ 

2  The  Things  fo  long  foretold 
By  David  are  fulfill'd, 

When  Jews  and  Gentiles  join'd  to  flay 
jFefusy  thine  Holy  Child.] 

3  Why  did  the  Gentiles  rage, 
And  Jews  with  one  accord 

Bend  all  their  Counfels  to  deftroy 
Th' Anointed  of  the  Lord  ? 

4  Rulets  and  Kings  agree 
To  form  a  vain  Defign ; 

Againft  the  Lord  their  Powers  unite, 
Againft  his  Chrift  they  join. 

5  The  Lord  derides  their  Rage, 
And  will  fupport  his  Throne  ; 

He  that  hath  rais'd  Him  from  the  Dead 
Hath  own'd  Him  for  his  Son. 

Tavsz. 
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Pause. 

6  Now  he's  afcended  high, 
And  asks  to  rule  the  Earth  ; 

The  Merit  of  his  Blood  he  pleads, 
And  pleads  his  heavenly  Birth. 

7  He  asks,  and  God  beftows 
A  large  Inheritance  ; 

Far  as  the  World's  remoteft  Ends 
His  Kingdom  fhall  advance. 

8  The  Nations  that  rebel 
Muft  feel  his  Iron  Rod  ; 

He'll  vindicate  thofe  Honours  well 
Which  he  receiv'd  from  God. 

9  [Be  wife,  ye  Rulers,  new, 
And  worlhip  at  his  Throne  ; 

With  trembling  Joy,  ye  People,  bow 
To  God's  exalted  Son. 

io  If  once  his  Wrath  arife, 

Ye  perifh  on  the  Place  : 
Then  blefled  is  the  Soul  that  flies; 

For  Refuge  to  his  Grace.] 

Psalm  II.     Common  Metre, 
i   \7J7HY  did  the  Nations  join  to  flay 
V  V      The  Lord's  Anointed  Son  1 
Why  did  they  call:  his  Laws  away, 
And  tread  hisGofpel  down  ? 

%  The  Lord  that  fits  above  the  Skies, 
Derides  their  Rage  below, 
He  fpeaks  with  Vengeance  in  his  Eyes, 
And  (hikes  their  Spirits  thro\ 

3  li  I  call  him  my  Eternal  Son, 

tc  And  raife  him  from  the  Dead ; 
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I  make  my  holy  Hill  his  Throne, 
"  And  wide  his  Kingdom  fpread. 

Ask  me,  my  Son,  and  then  enjoy 
u  The  utmoft  Heathen  Lands  : 
"  Thy  Rod  of  Iron  fhall  deftroy 
"  The  Rebel  that  withftands. 

5  Be  wife,  ye  Rulers  of  the  Earth, 

Obey  th'  Anointed  Lord, 
Adore  the  King  of  Heav'nly  Birth, 
And  tremble  at  his  Word, 

6  With  humble  Love  addrefs  his  Throne, 

For  if  he  frown,  ye  die  : 
Thofe  are  fecure,  a&d  thofe  alone 
Who  on  his  Grace-rely. 

Psalm  II.     Long  Metre. 
Chrifi 's  Death>  Refttrreclion,  and  Afcenjion. 

1  \\  7 HY  did  the  Jews  proclaim  their  Rage  ? 

V  V     The  Romans  why  their  Swords  employ  1 
Againft  the  Lord  their  Powers  engage 
His  dear  Anointed  to  deftroy. 

2  "  Come,  let  us  break  his  Bands,  they  fay, 
u  This  Man  fhall  never  give  us  Laws  ; 
And  thus  they  caft  his  Yoke  away, 

And  naiPd  the  Monarch  to  the  Crois. 

3  But  God  who  high  in  Glory  reigns 
Laughs  at  their  Pride,  their  Rage  controuls ; 
He'll  vex  their  Hearts  with  inward  Pains, 
And  fpeak  in  Thunder  to  their  Souls. 

4  l<  I  will  maintain  the  King  I  made 
il  On  Zions  everlafting  Hill, 

a  My  Hand  fhall  bring  him  from  the  dead, 
u  And  he  fhall  ftand  your  Sovereign  ftill. 

5  [His 
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5  [His  wond'rous  Rifing  from  the  Earth 
Makes  his  Eternal  God-head  known  ; 
The  Loid  declares  his  heavenly  Birth  ; 
M  This  Day  have  I  begot  my  Son. 

6  "  Afcend,  my  Son,  to  my  Right  hand, 
"  There,  thou  fhalt  ask,  and  I  beftow 

w  The  utmoft  Bounds  of  Heathen  Lands  ; 
"  To  thee  the  Northern  Ides  fhall  bow.] 

7  But  Nations  that  refift  his  Grace 
Shall  fall  beneath  his  Iron  Stroke  ; 
His  Rod  fhall  crufh  his  Foes  w.'th  Eafe, 
As  Potter's  Earthen  Work  is  broke* 

Pause. 
S  Now  ye  that  fit  on  earthly  Thrones, 
Be  wife,  and  ferve  the  Lord,  the  Lamb  ; 
Now  to  his  Feet  fabmit  your  Crowns, 
Rejoice  and  tremble  at  his  Name. 

9  With  humble  Love  ad-drefs  the  Son, 
Left  he  grow  angry,  and  ye  die  ; 

His  Wrath  will  burn  to  Worlds  unknown, 
If  ye  provoke  his  Jealoufy. 

10  His  Storms  fhall  drive  you  quick  to  Hell, 
He  is  a  God,  and  ye  but  Duft : 

Happy  the  Souls  that  know  him  well, 
And  make  his  Grace  their  only  Truft. 

Psalm  III.    Common  Metre. 

Doubts  and  Fears  fufprefi  ;  or,  God  our  Defence  from 

Sin  and  Satan. 

1  TV/IY  ^oc*'  k°w  many  are  my  Fears  ! 
JLVJL     How  fait  my  Foes  increafe  ! 
Confpiring  my  eternal  Death 


onfpiring  my  eternal  Death 
They  break  my  prefent  Peace* 
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2  The  lying  Tempter  would  perfwade 

There's  no  Relief  in  Heaven. 
And  all  my  fwelling  Sins  appear 
Too  big  to  be  forgiven. 

3  But  thou,  my  Glory  and  my  Strength, 

Shalt  on  the  Tempter  tread, 
Shalt  fiience  all  my  threatening  Guilt, 
And  raife  my  drooping  Head. 

4  [I  cry'd,  and  from  his  holy  Hill 

He  bow'd  a  lift'ning  Ear ; 
I  call'd  my  Father,  and  my  God, 
And  he  fubdu'd  my  Fear, 

5  He  fhed  foft  Slumbers  on  mine  Eyes 

In  fpight  of  all  my  Foes ; 
I  'woke,  and  wonder'd  at  the  Grace 
That  guarded  my  Repofe.  ] 

6  What  tho' the  Hoftsof  Death  and  Hell 

All  arm'd  againft  me  flood, 
Terrors  no  more  fhall  fhake  my  Soul ; 
My  Refuge  is  my  God, 

7  Arife,  O  Lord,  fulfill  thy  Grace, 

While  I  thy  Glory  (ing  : 
My  God  has  broke  the  Serpent's  Teeth, 
And  Death  has  loft  his  Sting. 

S  Salvation  to  the  Lord  belongs, 
His  Arm  alone  can  fave : 
Bleffings  attend  thy  People  here, 
And  reach  beyond  the  Grave. 

Psalm  III.     i,  2,  3,  4,  5,  8.    Long  Metre. 
A  Morning  Pfalm. 
1  /r~>\  Lord,  how  many  are  my  Foes 
V^/  In  this  weak  ftate  of  Flcfh  and  Blood  ! 

My 
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My  Peace  they  daily  difcompofe, 
But  my  Defence  and  Hope  is  God- 

x  Tir'd  with  the  Burdens  of  the  Day 
To  thee  I  rais'd  an  Evening-Cry  : 
Thou  heard 'ft  when  I  began  to  pray, 
And  thine  Almighty  Help  was  nigh. 

3  Supported  by  thine  Heavenly  Aid 
I  laid  me  down  and  flept  fecure  : 

Not  Death  fhould  make  my  Heart  afraid 
Tho'  I  fhould  wake  and  rife  no  more. 

4  But  God  fuftatn'd  me  ail  the  Night ; 
Salvation  doth  to  God  belong  ; 

He  rais'd  my  Head  to  fee  the  Lighf, 
And  make  his  Praife  my  Morning-Song. 

Psalm  IV.     i,  a,  3,  5,  6y  7.     Long  Metre. 

Hearing  of  Prayer  \  or,  God  our  Portion,  and  Chrlfi 
our  Hope. 

1  (~*\  God  of  Grace  and  Righteoufnefs, 
V^/  Hear  and  attend  when  I  complain  : 
Thou  haft  enlarg'd  me  in  Diftrefs, 
Bow  down  a  gracious  Ear  again. 

z  Ye  Sons  of  Men  in  vain  ye  try 
To  turn  my  Glory  into  Shame  ; 
How  long  will  Scoffers  love  to  lie, 
And  dare  reproach  my  Saviour's  Name  ? 

3  Know  that  the  Lord  divides  h;s  Saints 
From  all  the  Tribes  of  Men  befide  ? 
He  hears  the  Cry  of  Penitents 

For  the  dear  Sake  ofChrift  that  dy'd. 

4  When  our  obedient  Hands  have  done 
A  thoufand  Works  of  Righteoufnefs, 

We 
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We  put  our  Truft  in  God  alone, 
And  glory  in  his  pard'ning  Grace. 

5  Let  the  unthinking  Many  fay, 

u  Who  will  beftowfome earthly  Good? 
But,  Lord,  thy  Light  and  Love  we  pray ; 
Our  Souls  defire  this  Heav'nly  Food. 

6  Then  fhall  my  c{jea*fijt  Powers  rejoice 
At  Grace  and  Fa,,;      fp  divine, 

Nor  will  I  change  nr-  happy  Choice 
Foralltbeir  Corn,  and  all  their  Wine. 

Psalm  IV.  3,4,  5,  8    .  Common  Metre* 
An  Evening  Pfalm* 

1  1      ORD,  thou  wilt  hear  me  when  I  pray  ; 
J /     I  am  for  ever  thine  : 

I  fear  before  thee  all  the  Day, 
Nor  would  I  dare  to  fin, 

2  And  while  I  reft  my  weary  Head 

From  Cares  and  Bufinefs  free, 
'Tis  fweet  converging  on  my  Bed 
With  my  own  Heart  and  Thee. 

3  I  pay  this  Evening  Sacrifice  ; 

And  when  my  Work  is  doney 
Great  God,  my  Faith  and  Hope  relies 
Upon  thy  Grace  alone. 

4  Thus  with  my  Thoughts  compos'd  to  Peace, 

I'll  give  mine  Eyes  to  fleep  ; 
Thy  Hand  in  Safety  keeps  my  Days, 
And  will  my  Slumbers  keep. 


L 


Psalm     V. 

For  the  Lord's- day  Morning. 
ORD,  in  the  Morning  thou  (halt  hear 
My  Voice  afcending  high  ; 

To 
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To  thee  will  I  direct  my  Pray'r, 
To  thee  lift  up  mine  Eye. 

2  Up  to  the  Hills  where  Chvlft  is  gone 

To  plead  for  all  his  Saints, 
Prefenting  at  his  Father's  Throne 
Our  Songs  and  our  Complaints. 

3  Thou  art  a  God  before  whofe  Sight 

The  Wicked  fhal!  not  ftand  ; 

Sinners  {hall  ne'er  be  thy  Delight, 

Nor  dwell  at  thy  Right-hand. 

4  But  to  thy  Houfe  will  I  refort 

To  tafte  thy  Mercies  there  ; 
I  will  frequent  thine  holy  Court, 
And  worfhip  in  thy  Fear. 

5  O  may  thy  Spirit  guide  my  Feet 

In  Ways  of  Righteoufnefs  ! 

Make  every  Path  of  Duty  ftrait, 

And  plain  before  my  Face. 

Pause. 

6  My  watchful  Enemies  combine 

To  tempt  my  Feet  aftray  ; 
They  flatter  with  a  bafe  Defign 
To  make  my  Soul  thdr  Prey. 

7  Lord,  crufh  the  Serpent  in  the  Duft, 

And  all  his  Plots  deftroy  ; 
While  thofe  that  in  thy  Mercy  tiuft  ; 
For  ever  fhout  for  Joy. 

8  The  Men  that  love  and  fear  thy  Name 

Shall  fee  their  Hopes  fulfilled  ; 
The  mighty  God  will  compafs  them 
With  Favour  as  a  Shield, 

Psalm 
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Psalm  VI.     Common  Metre* 
Complaint  in  Slcknefs  \  or,  D'tfeafes  healed. 
I   TN  Anger,  Lord,  rebuke  me  not, 
1     Withdraw  the  dreadful  Storm  ; 
Nor  let  thy  Fury  grow  fo  hot 
Againft  a  feeble  Worm. 

i  My  Soul's  bow'd  down  with  heavy  CareSi 
My  Flefh  with  Pain  oppreft  : 
My  Couch  is  Witnefs  to  my  Tears, 
My  Tears  forbid  my  Reft. 

3  Sorrow  and  Pain  wear  out  my  Days  ; 

I  wafte  the  Night  with  Cries, 
Counting  the  Minutes  as  they  pafs, 
Till  the  flow  Morning  rife. 

4  Shall  I  be  ftil]  tormented  more  ? 

Mine  Eye  confum'd  v  ith  Grief? 
How  long,  my  God,  how  long  before 
Thine  Hand  afford  Relief  ? 

5  He  hears  when  Duft  and  Afhes  (peak, 

He  pities  all  our  Groans, 
He  faves  us  for  his  Mercies  fake, 
And  heals  our  broken  Bones. 

6  The  Virtue  of  his  Sovereign  Word 

Reftores  our  fainting  Breath  ; 
For  filent  Graves  praife  not  the  Lord, 
Nor  is  he  known  in  Death. 

Psalm  VI.     Long  Metre. 
^Temptations  in  Sicknefs  overcome. 
I  T    O  R  D,  I  can  fuflfer  thy  Rebukes, 

I    J  When  thou  with  Kindnefs  doft  chaftife  ; 
But  thy  fierce  Wrath  I  cannot  bear, 
O  let  it  not  againft  me  rife  f 
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i  Pity  my  languifhing  Eftate, 
And  eafe  the  Sorrows  that  I  feel ; 
The  Wounds  thine  heavy  Hand  hath  made, 
O  let  thy  gentler  Touches  heal ! 

5  See  how  I  pafs  my  weary  Days 

In  Sighs  and  Groans ;  and  when  'tis  Night, 
My  Bed  is  water'd  with  my  Tears  ; 
My  Grief  confumes  and  dims  my  Sight. 

4  Look  how  the  Powers  of  Nature  mourn  ! 
How  long,  Almighty  God,  how  long  ? 
When  lhall  thine  Hour  of  Grace  return  ? 
When  fhall  I  make  thy  Grace  my  Song  ? 

5  I  feel  my  Flefh  fo  near  the  Grave, 
My  Thoughts  are  tempted  to  Defpair  ; 
But  Graves  can  never  praife  the  Lord, 
For  all  is  Dull  and  Silence  there. 

6  Depart,  ye  Tempters,  from  my  Soul ; 
And  all  defpairing  Thoughts  depart ; 
My  God  who  hears  my  humble  Moan 
Will  eafe  my  Flefh,  and  chear  my  Heart. 

Psalm     VII. 

God's  Care  of  his  People,  and  Vuntyment  of  Firft- 
cHtors. 

i  "\   /J  Y  Truft  is  in  my  heavenly  Friend, 
jLyJL    My  Hope  in  thee,  my  God  • 
Rife,  and  my  helplefs  Life  defend 
From  thofe  that  feek  my  Blood. 

%  With  Infolence  and  Fury  they 
My  Soul  in  Pieces  tear, 
As  hungry  Lions  rend  the  Prey 
When  no  Deliverer's  near. 
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3  If  I  had  e'er  provok'd  them  firft, 

Or  once  abus'd  my  Foe, 
Then  let  him  tread  my  Life  to  Duft, 
And  lay  mine  Honour  low. 

4  If  there  be  Malice  found  in  me, 

I  know  thy  piercing  Eyes  ; 
I  fhould  not  d  ire  appeal  to  thee, 
Nor  ask  my  God  to  rife. 

5  Arife,  my  God,  lift  up  thy  Hand, 

Their  Pride  and  Pow'r  confroul  ; 
Awake  to  Judgment,  and  command 
Deliv'rance  for  my  Soul. 


P  A    U    S 


E. 


€  [Let  Sinners  and  their  wicked  Rage 
Be  humbled  to  the  Duft  ; 
Shall  not  the  God  of  Truth  ingage 
To  vindicate  the  Juft  ? 

7  He  knows  the  Heart,  he  tries  the  Reins, 

He  will  defend  th*  Upright: 
His  (harpeft  Arrows  he  ordains 
Againft  the  Sons  of  Spight. 

8  For  me  their  Malice  dig'd  a  Pit, 

But  there  themfelves  are  caft  ; 
My  God  makes  all  their  Mifchief  light 
On  their  own  Heads  at  lauY] 

p  That  cruel  perfecuting  Race 
Muftfeel  his  dreadful  Sword; 
Awake  my  Soul,  and  praife  the  Grace 
And  Juftice  of  the  Lord. 


Psalm 
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Psalm  VIII.     Short  Metre. 

God*s  Sovereignty  and  Goodnefs  ;  and   Mans  Lomi- ' 

nion  oier  the  Creatures. 

1  ^\  Lord,  our  heavenly  King, 

V^y  Thy  Name  is  all  Divine  ; 
Thy  Glories  round  the  Earth  are  fpread, 

And  o'er  the  Heavens  they  fhine. 

z  When  to  thy  Works  on  high 

I  raife  my  wond'ring  Eyes, 
And  fee  the  Moon  compleat  in  Light 

Adorn  the  darkfome  Skies  : 

5  When  I  furvey  the  Stars 

And  all  their  fhining  Forms, 
Lord,  what  is  Man,  that  worthlefs  Thing 

A-kin  to  Duft  and  Worms  ? 

%  Lord,  what  is  worthlefs  Man, 

That  thou  fhould'ft  love  him  (b  ? 
Next  to  thine  Angels  is  he  plac'd, 

And  Lord  of  all  below. 

5  Thine  Honours  crown  his  Head, 

While  Beafts,  like  Slaves,  obey, 
And  Birds  that  cut  the  Air  with  Wings, 

And  Fifh  that  cleave  the  Sea. 

$  How  rich  thy  Bounties  are  ! 

And  wond'rous  are  thy  Ways: 
Of  Duft  and  Worms  thy  Power  can  frame 

A  Monument  of  Prane. 

7  [Out  of  the  Mouths  of  Babes 

And  Sucklings  thou  canft  draw 
Surprising  Honours  to  thy  Name, 

A.id  ftnke  the  World  with  Awe. 

'  8  O 
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"8  O  Lord,  our  heavenly  King, 

Thy  Name  is  all  Divine  : 
Thy  Glories  round  the  Earth  are  fpread, 

And  o'er  the  Heav'ns  they  fhine.] 

Psalm  VIII.     Common  Metre. 

ChrifFs  Condefcentlon  and  Glorification   ;    or,    God 

made  Man. 

I   /^\Lord,  our  Lord,  how  wondrous  great 
\^y     Is  thine  exalted  Name  ! 
The  Glories  of  thy  heavenly  State 
Let  Men  and  Babes  proclaim. 

2.  When  I  behold  thy  Works  on  high, 
The  Moon  that  rules  the  Night, ! 
•  And  Stars  that  well  adorn  the  Sky, 
Thofe  moving  Worlds  of  Light. 

3  Lord,  what  is  Man  or  all  his  Race 

Who  dwells  fo  far  below, 
That  thou  fhould'ft  vifit  him  with  Grace 
And  love  his  Nature  fo  ? 

4  That  thine  Eternal  Son  fhould  bear 

To  take  a  Mortal  Form, 
Made  lower  than  his  Angels  are, 
To  fave  a  dying  Worm  1 

5.  £Yet  while  he  liv'd  on  Earth  unknown, 
And  Men  would  not  adore, 
Th*  obedient  Seas  and  Fifties  own 
His  Godhead  and  his  Power. 

6  The  Waves  lay  fpread  beneath  his  Feet  j 
And  Fifh  at  his  Command 


Bring  their  large  Shoals  to  Peters  Net, 
Brii)g  Tribute  to  his  Hand. 


7  Thefe 
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7  Thefe  leiTer  Glories  of  the  Son 

Shone  thro*  the 'flefMy  Cloud  ; 
Now  we  behold  hitn  on  his  Throne* 
And  Men  corifefs  him  God.] 

8  Let  him  be  crown'd  with  Majefty 

Who  bow'd  his  Head  to  Death  ; 
And  be  his  Honours  founded  high, 
By  all  things  that  have  Breath* 

9  J"fus,  our  Lord,  how  wondrous  great 

Is  thi<ne  exalted  Name  ! 
The  Gk>ries  of  thy  Heavenly  State 
Let  the  whole  Earth  proclaim. 

Psaim  VIII.     Verfe  I,  &•  Parapbras'4* 

Brft  Park     Long  Metre. 

*the  Hofanna  of  the  Children  \    or,  Infants  praijtxg 

God. 
5     A   Lmighty  Ruler  of  the  Skies, 

J\.  Thro'  the  wide  Earth  thy  Name  is  ipcealT 

And  thine  Eternal  Glories  rife 

O'er  all  the  Heavens  thy  Hands  have  made^ 

:z  To  thee  the  Voices  of  the  Young 
A  Monument  of  Honour  i£;fe  ; 
And  Babes  with  uninftru&ed  Tongue* 
Declare  the  Wonders  of  thy  Praife. 

3  Thy  Power  affifts  their  tender  Age 
To  bring  proud  Rebels  to  the  Ground* 
To  ftill  the  bold  Blafphemer's  Rage, 
And  all  their  Policies  confound* 

4  Children  amidft  thy  Temple  throng 
To  fee  their  great  Redeemer's  Face ; 
The  Son  of  David  is  their  Song, 
And  young  Hofanna  s  fill  the  Place. 

B  S  The 
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j  The  frowning  Scribes  £nd  angry  Prieffis 
In  vain  their  impious  Cavils  bring  ; 
Revenge  (its  filent  in  their  Breafts, 
While  Jewijb  Babes  proclaim  their  King. 

Psalm  VIII.     Ver/e  3,  &V.  Paraphrase. 

Second  Part.    Long  Metre, 

Adam  and  Chrift,  Lords  of  the  Old  and  NewCreation* 

1   T     ORD  what  was  Man,  when  made  at  firft, 
1   j  Adam  the  Offspring  of  the  Duft, 
1  hat  thou  fhould'ft  fet  him  and  his  Race 
But  juft  below  an  Angel's  Place  ? 

z  That  thou  fhould'ft  raife  his  Nature  fot 
And  make  him  Lord  of  all  below, 
Make  every  Beaft  and  Bird  fubmit, 
And  lay  the  Fifties  at  his  Feet  1 

3  But  O  what  brighter  Glories  wait 
To  crown  the  fecond  Adam's  State  ? 
What  Honours  fhall  thy  Son  adorn 
Who  condefcended  to  be  born  ? 

4  See  him  below  his  Angels  made  ; 
See  him  in  Duft  amongft  the  Dead, 
To  fave  a  ruin'd  World  from  Sin  : 
But  he  fhall  reign  with  Pow'r  divine. 

5  The  World  to  come  Redeem'd  from  all 
The  Miferies  that  attend  the  Fall, 
New  made,  and  glorious,  fhall  fubmit 
At  our  exalted  Saviour's  Feet. 

Psalm    IX.     Firfi  Part. 
Wrath  and  Mercy  from  the  Judgment-Seat. 
I    XX  J  Ith  my  whole  Heart  I'll  raife  my  Song, 
V  \      Thy  Wonders  I'll  proclaim, 

Thou 
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Thou  Sov' reign  Judge  of  Right  and  Wrong 
Wilt  put  my  Foes  to  fhame. 

2  I'll  fing  thy  Majefty  and  Grace  ; 

My  God  prepares  his  Throne 
To  judge  the  World  in  Righteoufneis, 
And  make  his  Vengeance  known, 

3  Then  fhall  the  Lord  a  Refuge  prove 

For  all  the  Poor  oppreft  ; 
To  fave  the  People  of  his  Love, 
And  give  the  weary  Reft. 

4  The  Men  that  know  thy  Name  will  truft 

In  thy  abundant  Grace  ; 
For  thou  haft  ne'er  forfook  the  Juft, 
Who  humbly  feek  thy  Face. 

5  Sing  Praifes  to  the  Righteous  Lord 

Who  dwells  on  Z ion's  Hill, 
Who  executes  his  threat'ning  Word, 
And  doth  his  Grace  fulfil. 

Psalm  IX.     Vetfe  1 2.     Second  Part. 
*The  Wisdom  and  Equity  of  Providence. 

1  \\  THen  the  great  Judge  Supreme  and  Juft, 

V  V       Shall  once  enquire  for  Blood,   ' 
The  humble  Souls  thar  mourn  in  Duft 
Shall  rind  a  faithful  God. 

2  He  from  the  dreadful  Gates  of  Death 

Does  his  own  Children  raife  : 
In  Zions  Gates  with  cheerful  Breath 
They  fing  their  Father's  Praife. 

3  His  Foes  fhall  fall  with  heedlefsFeet 

Into  the  D*t  they  made; 
And  Sinners  perifh  in  the  Net 

That  their  own  Hands  had  fpread. 

B  2  4  Thus 
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4  Thus  by  thy  Judgments,  mighty  God, 

Are  thy  deep  Counfels  known  ; 
When  Men  of  Mifchief  are  deftroy'd/ 
The  Snare  muft  be  their  own. 

Pa  us  e. 

5  The  Widced'fnall  finlc  do^wn  to  Hell  - 

Thy  Wrath  devour  the  Lands 
That  dare  forget  Thee,  ox  rebel 
Againft  thy  known  Commands. 

6  Tho'  Saints  to  (ore  Diftrefs  are  brought, 

And  .wait  and  long  complain, 

Their  Cries  fhall  not  be  frill  forgot, 

Nor  fhalkheir  Hopes  be  vain. 

7  [Rife,  great  Redeemer,  from  thy  Seat 

To  judge  and  fa^ve  the  Poor  ; 
Let  Nations  tremble  at  thy  Feer, 
And  Man  prevail  no  more. 

3  Thy  Thunder  fhall  affright  the  Proud,- 
And  put  their  Hearts  to  Pain, 
Make  'em  confefs  that  riiou^rt  God, 
And  they  but  feeble  Men.] 

Psalm     X. 

Trayer  heard,  and  Saints  faved;  or,  Fridt,  Aihelfm4 
and  OppreJJiwj  punijb'd. 

For  a  Humiliation  Day. 

n  1j\T;H  Y  doth  the  Loid  ftand  off  fofar? 
W      And  why  conceal  his  Face, 
When  great  Calamities  appear ; 
And  Times  of  deep  Diftrefs  ? 

a  Lord,  fhall  the  Wicked  ftill  deride 
Thy  Jufticeand  thy  Power  ? 

ShaU 
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Shall  they  advance  their  Heads  in  Pride, 
And  ftiU  thy  Saints  devour  ? 

5  They  put  thy  Judgments  fiom  their  fight, 
And  then  infult  the  Poor  ; 
They  boaft  in  their  exalted  Height, 
That  they  fhall  fall  no  more. 

4  Arife,  O  God,  lift  up  thine  Hand  ; 

Attend  our  humble  Cry  ; 
No  Enemy* fhall  dare  to  ftand 
When  God  afcends  on  high* 

Pa  use. 

5  Why  do  the  Men  of  Malice  rage, 

And  fay  with  fooliifc Pride, 
**  T%e  God  ofHeaien  will  neer  engage 
"  itofghtonZionsSidii 

i  But  thou  for  ever  art  cur  Lord  ; 
And  powerful  is  thine  Hand, 
As  when  the  Heathens  felt  thy  Sword; 
And  perifh'd  from  thf  Land, 

7  Thou  wilt  prepare  our  Hearts  to  pray, 
And  caufe  thine  Ear  to  hear ; 
He  hearken*  what  his  Children  fay, 
And  puts  the  World  in  Fear. 

$  Proud  Tyrants  fhali  no  more  opprefs, 
No  more  defpife  the  juft  ; 
And  mighty  S.nners  fhallconfefs 
They  are  but  Earth  and  DufV 

R  S    A    L    M     XI. 

God  loves  the  Righteous y  and  hates  the  Wicked.- 

1    A/I Y  RefuSe  is  rhe  God  of  Love, 
iVX  Why  do  my  Foes  infult  and  :cry*. 

B  3-  "  F/y 
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"  Fly  like  a  timorous  trembling  Dove, 
"  To  difi ant  Woods  or  Mountains  fly  ? 

2  If  Government  be  all  deftroy'd, 
(That  firm  Foundation  of  our  Peace) 
And  Violence  make  Juftice  void, 
Where  fhall  the  Righteous  feek  Redrefs  ? 

5  The  Lord  in  Heaven  has  fix'd  his  Throne, 

His  Eye  furveys  the  World  below  ; 

j  To  him  all  mortal  Things  are  known. 

His  Eye-lids  learch  our  Spirits  thro'. 

4  If  he  afflicts  his  Saints  fo  far 

To  prove  their  Love,  and  try  their  Grace, 
What  may  the  bold  Tranfgreflbrs  fear  ? 
His  very  Soul  abhors  their  Ways. 

5  On  impious  Wretches  he  fhall  rain 
Tempefls  of  Brimftone,  Fire  and  Death, 
Such  as  he  kindled  on  the  Plain 

Of  Sodom  with  his  angry  Breath. 

6  The  righteous  Lord  loves  righteous  Souls, 
Whofe  Thoughts  and  Actions  are  fincere, 
And  with  a  gracious  Eye  beholds 

The  Men  that  his  own  Image  bear. 

Psalm    XII.     Long  Metre. 
The  Saint's  Safety  and  Hope  in   eiil  Times  ;  or,  Sins 
of  the   Tongue    complain  d  of  ( viz.  )    Blafphemyf 
Falfehoody  &C. 

i  T    OR  D,  if  thou  doft  not  foon  appear, 
I   y  Vertue  and  Truth  will  fly  away  ; 
A  faithful  Man  amongit  us  here 
Will  fcarce  be  found,  if  thou  delay. 

2  The  whole  Difcourfe  when  Neighbours  meet 
Isliird  with  Trifles  Joofe  and  vain :  Their 
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Their  Lips  are  Flattery  and  Deceit, 
And  their  proud  Language  is  profane, 

3  But  Lips  that  with  Deceit  abound 
Shall  not  maintain  their  Triumph  long  ; 
The  God  of  Vengeance  will  confound 
The  flattering  and  blafpheming  Tongue. 

4  <(  Yetjhal!  our  Words  be  freey  they  civ  ; 

M  Our 'Tongues  jhallbe  coniroula  by  vow* 
"  Where  is  tie  Lovd  will  ask  us  why  1 
11  Or  fay ,  cur  Lips  are  net  our  o*pn  1 

5  The  Lord  who  fees  the  Poor  opprefT, 
And  hears  th'Oppreflbr's  haughty  Strain, 
Will  rife  to  give  his  Children  Reft, 

Nor  fhall  they  trull  his  Word  in  vain. 

6  Thy  Word,  O  Lord,  tho*  often  try'd, 
Void  of  Deceit  fhall  ftill  appear  ; 
Not  Silver  feven  times  purify 'd 

From  Drofs  and  Mixture  Ihines  fo  clear. 

7  Thy  Grace  fhall  in  the  darkeft  Hour 
Defend  the  Holy  Soul  from  Har/n  • 
Tho*  when  the  vilefl  Men  have  Power 
On  every  fide  will  Sinners  fwarm. 

Psalm  XII.     Common  Metre. 

Complaint  of  a  general  Corruption  of  Manners  \  or, 
'the  'Bromife  and  Signs  of  Chrifl's  coming  to  Judg- 
ment. 

I  TJELP,  Lord,  forMenofVertuefail, 
il     Religion  iofes  Ground  ; 
The  Sons  of  Violence  prevail, 
And  Treacheries  abound, 

B  4  i  Their 
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*  Their  Oaths  and  Promifes  they  brea%, 
Yet  aft  the  Flatterers  part ; 
With  Fair  deceitful  Lips  they  fpeak, 
And  -with  a  double  Heart. 

3  If  we  reprove  fome  hateful  Lie,. 

How  is  their  Fury  fHrr.'d  ! 
41  Are  not  our  Lips  our  oavn^  they  cry, 
"  AndwhojballbeourLord'l 

4  Scoffers  appear  on  every  fide 

Where  a  vile  a  Race  of  Men 
Is  rais'd  to  Seats  of  Power  and  Pride*, 
And  bears  the  Sword  in  vain* 

j:  Lord,  when  Iniquities  abound, 
And  Blafphemy  grows  bold, 
When  Faitn  is  hardly  to  be  found* 
And  Love  is  waxing  cckL 

6  Is  not  thy  Chariot  haft'ning  on  ?.. 

Haft  thou  not  giv'n  this  Sign  ? 
May  we  not.truft.and  live  upon. 
A  Promile  fo  Divine  ? 

7  "  Yes,  faith  the  Lord,  now  will  I  rife* 

"  And  make  Oppreifors  fiee  ; 
u  I  fh all. appear  to  their  Surprize, 
*'  And  fet  my  Servants  free. 

g.  Thy  Wqrd,  like  Silver feven  times  tryjd* 
Thro'  Ages  fhail  endure  j 
Ihe  Men  chat  in  thy  Truth  confide 
Shili  Sn^-rhe  i'ronwfe  fure. 
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Psal  m  XIII.     Long  Metre; 

Pleading   with  God'  under   Desertion  \    or,  Hope    in 
Jterhiefu* 

1   TTOr  long,  O  Cord',  ffiall  I  complain 
1   ±  Like  one  thatfeeks  his  God  in  vain  1 
Can'ft  thou  rhy  Face  for  ever  hide  ? 
And  I  (till  pray*  and  be  deny'd  ? 

~  Shall  I  for  ever  be  forgot^ 

As  one  whom  rhoir  regardeiTnot  f 

Still  fhall  my  Soul  thine  Abfence  mourn  ? 

And  frill  defpair  of  thy  Return  \ 

3  How  long  (hall  my  poor  troubled  Brea ft 
Be  with  thefe  anxious* Thoughts  oppreft  \ 
And  Satan  my  malicious  Foe 
Rejoyce  to  fee  me  funk  fo  low  ? 

4  Hear,  Lord,  and  grantee  quick  Relief, 
Before  my  Death  conclude  ray^Fief. 

If  thou  with-hold  thy  heavenly  Light, 
I  fleep  in  everlafting  Night. 

5  How  will  the  Powers  of  Da*knefs  boaft 
If  but  one  praying  Soul  be  loft? 

But  I  haveitsufted  in  thy  Grace, 
And  fhall  again  behold  thy  Face. 

6  What  e'er  my  Fears  or  Foes  fuggeft, 
Thou  art  my  Hope,  my  Toy,  my  Reft. 
My  Heart  fhall  feel  thy  Love,  and  raue 
My  chearful  Voice  to  Songs  of  Praife. 

Psalm  XIII.     Common  Metre. 
Cc>?np1ahrt  Under  Temptations  of  tfcDevih 

OW  long  wilt  thou  conceal  thy  Face^l 
My  Qod,  how  long  delay  ? 

B  i  Wfce* 
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When  fhall  I  feel  thofe  heavenly  Rays 

That  chafe  my  Fears  away  ? 

2  How  long  fhall  my  poor  lab 'ring  Soul 

Wreftle  and  toil  in  vain  ? 
Thy  Word  can  all  my  Foes  controul, 
And  eafe  my  raging  Pain. 

3  See  how  the  Prince  of  Darknefs  tries 

All  his  malicious  Arts, 
He  fpreads  a  Mifr  around  my  Eyes, 
And  throws  his  fiery  Darts. 

4  Be  thou  my  Sun,  and  thou  my  Shield, 

My  Soul  in  Safety  keep  ; 
Make  hafte  before  mine  Eyes  are  feal'd 
In  Death's  Eternal  Sleep. 

5  How  would  the  Tempter  boaft  aloud 

If  I  become  his  Prey  ! 
Behold,  the  Sons  of  Hett  grow  proud 
At  thy  fo  long  Delay. 

6  But  they  fhall  fly  ar  thy  Rebuke, 

And  Satan  hide  his  Head  ; 
He  knows  the  Terrors  of  thy  Look, 
And  hears  thy  Voice  with  Dread. 

j  Thou  wilt  difplay  that  Sovereign  Grace 
Where  all  my  Hopes  have  hung  ; 
I  fhall  employ  my  Lips  in  Praife, 
And  Vi&ory  fhall  be  fung.* 

Psalm  XIV.    Firft  Part. 
By  Nature  all  Men  are  Sinners* 
x  TTCols  in  their  Heart  believe  and  fay 
JT     "  That  all  Religion's  vain, 
*'  There  is  no  God  that  reigns  on  high, 
i{  Or  minds  th*  Affairs  of  Men. 
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*  From  Thoughts  fo  dreadful  and  profane 
Corrupt  Difcourfe  proceeds  ; 
And  in  their  impious  Hands  are  found 
Abominable  Deeds. 

3  The  Lord  from  his  Celeftial  Throne 

Look'd  down  on  things  below, 
To  find  the  Man  that  fought  his  Grace, 
Or  did  his  Juftice  know. 

4  By  Nature  all  are  gone  aftray, 

Their  Pra&ife  all  the  fame  ; 
There's  None  that  fears  his  Maker's  Hand, 
There's  None  that  loves  his  Name. 

5  Their  Tongues  are  us'd  to  ipeak  Deceit, 

Their  Slanders  never  ceafe  ; 
How  fwift  to  Mifchief,  are  their  Feet, 
Nor  know  the  Paths  of  Peace  ! 

I  Such  Seeds  of  Sin  (that  Bitter  Root) 
In  every  Heart  are  found  ; 
Nor  can  they  bear  Diviner  Fruit, 
Till  Grace  refine  the  Ground, 

Psalm  XIV.     Second  Part. 
The  Folly  of   ~Perfecutors. 

1  ARE  Sinners  now  fo  fenfelefs  grow.i 
J~\,     That  they  the  Sainrs  devour  i 
And  never  worfhip  at  thy  Throne, 

Nor  fear  thine  awful  Po.wer  1 

2  Great  God,  appear  to  their  furprize, 

Reveal  thy  dreadful  Name  ; 
Let  them  no  more  thy  Wrath  defpifs, 
Nor  turn  our  Hope  to  iliame. 

3  Doft  thou  not  dwell  among  th >  Juft  ? 

And  yet  our  Foes  deride, 
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Uhavvye  ftiouldmake  thy  Name  ourTrufiV 
Great  God,  confound  their  Pride. 

4^  O  that-rife  joyful  Day  were  come 

To  finifh  our  Diftrefs  !  * 

When  Gad  fhcll  bring  his  Children  home, 
Our  Songsihall  never ceafe. 

Psalm  XV.    Common  Metre* 

GharaRefs  of  a  Saint ;  or,  a  Citizen  of  Zion  ;  or,  the 
Qn  allocations  of  a  Chriftian.. 

*  \K  7  HO  fhall  inhabit  in  thy  Hilly 
W      OGodof  Holinefs? 
"Whom  will  the  Lord  admit  to  dwell 
So  near  his  Throne  of  Grace  ? 

«  Tire  Man  that  walks  m  pious  Ways, 
And  works  with  righteous  Hands  ; 
That  trufts  his  Maker's  Promifes, 
And  follows  his  Commands. 

5  He  fpeaks  the  Meaning  of  his  Hearty 

Nor  flanders  with  his  Tongue  ; 
•Will  fcarce  believe  an  ill  Report*, 

Nor  do  his  Neighbour  wrong. 

4  The  wealthy  Sinner  .lie  contemns, 

Loves  all  that  fear  the  Lord  ; 
And  tho'  to  his  own  Hurt  he  fwears, 
Still  he  performs  his  Word. 

5  His  Hands  difdain  a  golden  Bribe, 

And  Jiever  gripe  the  Poor. 
Tihis  Man  fhall  dwell  with  God  on  Earthy    . 
And  find  his  Heaven  fecure. 

PSALMr 
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Psal  m •  XV.     Long  Metre. 
Religion  andjuftice,  Goodnefs  and  Truth  ;  or  'Duties 
to  God  and  Man  ;    or,    the  Qualifications  of  a 
Chrijlian. 

i   \\1  H O  frail  afcend  thy  heav'nly  Place, 
V  V    Great  God,  and  dwell  before  rhy  Face  ? 
The  Man-that  minds  Religion  now, 
And  humbly  walks  with  God  below, 

2  Whofe  Hands  are  pure,  whole  Heart  is  clean  ; 
Whofe  Lips  frill  fpeafc  the  thing  they  mean  : 
No  Slanders  dwell  upon  his  Tongue  : 

He  hates  to  do  his  Neighbour  wrong... 

3  [Scarce  will  he  truft  an  ill  Report, 
Nor  vents  it  to  his  Neighbour's  Hurt  *: 
Sinners  of  State  he  can  defpife, 

But  Saints  are  honour'd  in  his  EyesJ 

4  [Firm  to  hk  Word  he  ever  ffood^ 
And  always  makes  his  Proraife  good  ; 
Nor  dares  to  change  the  Thing  he  fwearsj. 
Whatever  Pain  or  Lofs  he  bears*]* 

5  [He  never  deals  in  bribing  Gold, 

And  mourns  that  Juftice  fhould  be  fold  : 
While  others  gripe  and  grind  the  Poor, 
Sweet-Charity  attendshis  Door:] 

6  He  loves  his  Enemies,  and  prays 
For  thofevthat  curfe  him  to  his  Face  : 
And  doth  to  all.  Men  ftill  the  fame 
That  he  would  hope  or  wifh  from  them* 

7  Yet  when  his  holieft  Works  are  done, 
His  Soul  depends  on  Grace  alone : 
This  is  the  Man  thy  Face  fhall  fee, 
And  dwell  forever;  Lord,  with  Thee* 
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Psalm  XVI.    Firft  Part.    Long  Metre. 

ConfeJJion  of  our  Poverty,  and,  Saints  the  hefi  Company ; 
or,  Good  Works  profit  Men,  not  God. 

I  T)Referve  roe,  Lord,  in  time  of  need, 
J^      For  Succour  to  thy  Throne  I  flee, 
But  have  no  Merits  there  to  plead  ; 
My  Goodnefs  cannot  reach  to  Thee. 

%  Oft  have  my  Heart  and  Tongue  confeft, 
How  empty  and  how  poor  I  am  ; 
My  Praife  can  never  make  Thee  Weft, 
Nor  add  new  Glories  to  thy  Name. 

5  Yet,  Lord,  thy  Saints  on  Earth  may  reap 
Some  Profit  by  the  Good  we  do  ; 
Thefe  are  the  Company  I  keep, 
Thefe  are  the  choiceft  Friends  I  know. 

4,  Let  others  chufe  the  Sons  of  Mirth 
To  give  a  Relifh  to  their  Wine, 
I  love  the  Men  of  Heavenly  Birth 
Whofe  Thoughts  and  Language  are  divine. 

Psalm  XVI.     Second  Part.    Long  Metre. 
Chrifi's  All-fufficiency. 

1  TTOW  faft  their  Guilt  and  Sorrows  rife, 
Jf"J  Who  hafte  to  feek  fome  Idol-God  ? 
I  will  not  tafte  their  Sacrifice, 

Their  Offerings  of  forbidden  Blood. 

2  My  God  provides  a  richer  Cup, 
And  nobler  Food  to  live  upon  : 
He  for  my  Life  has  offer'd  up 
Jefus  his  beft  beloved  Son. 

5  His  Love  is  my  perpetual  Feaft ; 
By  Day  his  Counfels  guide  me  right! 

And 
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And  be  his  Name  for  ever  bleft, 
Who  gives  me  fweet  Advice  by  Night* 

4  I  fet  him  (till  before  mine  Eyes ; 
At  my  Right-hand  he  ftands  prepar'd 
To  keep  my  Soul  from  ail  Surprize, 
And  be  my  everlafting  Guard. 

Psalm  XVI.     'Third  Part.     Long  Metre. 

Courage  in  Death  ^  and  Hope  of  the  RefmreBion* 

I   \]i  7HenGod  is  nigh,  my  Fa  th  is  ftrong; 
V  V    His  Arm  is  my  almighty  Prop  : 
Be  glad,  my  Heart ;  rejo;ce  my  Tongue  ; 
My  dying  Flefh  ihall  reft  in  Hope. 

z  Tho'  in  the  Duft  I  lay  my  Head, 
Yet,  gracious  God,  thou  wilr  not  leave 
My  Soul  for  ever  with  the  Dead, 
Nor  lofe  thy  Children  in  the  Grave. 

3  My  Flefh  ihall  thy  firft  Call  obey, 
Shake  off  the  Duft,  and  rife  on  high  ; 
Then  fhalt  thou  lead  the  wondrous  Way 
Up  to  thy  Throne  above  the  Sky. 

4  There  Streams  of  endlefs  Pleafure  flow  ; 
And  full  Difcoveries  of  thy  Grace 
(Which  we  but  tafted  hire  below,) 
Spread  heav'nly  Joys  thro*  all  the  Place. 

Psalm  XVI.  i— 8.    Firfi  Part.     Common  Metre. 

Support  and  Coun/el  from  God  without  Merit* 

i  Q Ave  me,  O  Lord,  from  every  Foe  ; 
O     In  thee  my  Truft  I  place, 
Tho'  all  the  Good  that  I  can  do 
Can  ne'er  deferve  thy  Grace. 

x  Yet 
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z  Yet  if  my  God  prolong  my  Breath : s 
The. Saints  may -profit  by't ; 
The  Saints  the  Glory  of  the  Earth.,. 
The  Men  of  my  Delight* 

5-  Let  Heathens  to  their  Idols  hafte,  , 
And  worfhip  Wood  or  Stone  ;. 
But  my  delighful  Lot  is  caft 
Where  the  true  God  is  known. 

4  Mis  Hand  provides  my  conftant  Food, 
He  fills  my  daily  Cup  ; 
Much  am  I  pieas'd  with  prefent  Good, 
But  more  rejoice  in  Hope. 

5,  God  is  my  Portion  and  my  Joy  ; 
His  Counfels  are  my  Light : 
He  gi*es  me  fvveet  Advice  by  Day, 
And  gentle  Hints  by  Night. 

6  My  Soul  would  all  her  Thoughts  approve 
To  his  all-feeing  Eye  ; 
Not  Death,  nor  Hell  my  Hope  fliall  move 
While  fuch  a  Friend  is  nigh. 

Psalm  XVI.     Second  Fart.    Common  Metre* 
l7;e  Death  and  RefuvveBion  of  Chrift. 
I  il  T  Set  the  Lord  before  my  Face, 
X     "  He  bears  my.Courage  up  : 
il  My- Heart  and  Tongue  their  Joys  exprei% 
"  My  Flefti  ihall  reft  in  Hope. 

&  <c  My  Spirit,  Lord,  thou  wilt  not  leave 
w  Where  Souls  departed  are  ; 
u  Nor  quit  my  Body  to  the  Grave 
"  To  fee  Corruption  there. 

%**  Thou  wilt  reveal  the  Path  of  Life; 
1?  And  raifeme  to  thy  Throne  -: 
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u  Thy  Courts  immortal  Pleafure  give, 
11  Thy  Prefence  Joys  unknown; 

4  [Thus  in  the  Name  of  Chriil,,  the  Lord, 

The  holy  David- fungv 
And  Providence  fulfils  the  Word 
Of  his  Prophetic  Tongue. 

5  Jefah  "whom  every  Saint  adores. 

Was  crucify'd  and  flain  ; 
Behold  the  Tomb  its  Prey  reftorcs, 
Behold  he  lives  again. 

6  When  fliall  my  Feet  arife  and  ftand 

On  Heav'ns  Eternal  Hills  ? 
There  fits  the  Son  at  God's  Right-han^i 
And  there  the  Father  fmilesO 

Psalm  XVII.  v.  i%  ©V.    ShortMetre* 

tertion  of  Saints  an  A Sinner*^  or,  Soft  aniDeffah 
In  Death. 

r     A  Rife,  my  gracious  God, 

j£\    And  make  the  Wicked  flee  ; 
They  are  but  thy  chaftizing  Rod 

To  drive  thy  Sainttothee. 

2r  Behold  the  Sinner  dies* 

His  haughty  Words  are  vain  ; 
Here  in  this  Life  his  Pleafure  lies,. 

And  air  beyond. is. Pain.. 

3  Then  let  his  Pride  advance 
And  boaft  of  all  his  Store  j 

The  Lord  is  my  Inheritance, 
My  Soul  can  wi{h  no  more. 

4  I  fhall  Behold  the  Face 
Of  my  forgiving.  God  ; 

And 
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And  ftand  compleat  in  Righteoufnefs, 
Wafh'd  in  my  Saviour's  Blood. 

5  There's  a  new  Heav'n  begun 

When  I  awake  from  Death 
Dreft  in  the  Likenefs  of  thy  Son, 

And  draw  immorte]  Breath. 

Psalm  XVII.     Long  Metre. 

*J%e  Sinner's  Fortion  and  Saint's  Hope  ;  or,  T?je  Hea- 
ven of  feparate  Souls  and  the  Refurre&ion* 

I  1       O  R  D,  I  am  thine  :  But  thou  wilt  prove 
I    j  My  Faith,  my  Patience,  and  my  Love: 
When  Men  of  Spite  againft  me  joyn, 
They  are  the  Sword,  the  Hand  is  thine. 

%  Their  Hope  and  Portion  lies  below  ; 
'Tis  all  the  Happinefs  they  know, 
'Tis  all  tney  feek  ;  they  take  their  Shares, 
And  leave  the  reft  among  their  Heirs. 

3  What  Sinners  value  I  refign  ; 

Lord,  'tis  enough  that  Thou  art  mine  ; 
I  fhall  behold  thy  bli&ful  Face, 
And  ftand  compleat  in  Righteoufnefs. 

4  Th's  Life's  a  Dream,  an  empty  Show  ; 
But  the  bright  World,  to  which  I  go, 
Hath  Joys  fubftantial  and  fincere  ; 
When  fhall  I  wake,  and  find  me  there  ? 

5  O  glorious  Hour  !  O  bleft  Abode  ! 
I  fhail  be  near  and  lik~  my  God  ! 
AndFlefh  and  Si   no  more  controul 
The  (acred  Pleafures  of  the  Soul. 

6  My  Fi  (b  fhall  {lumber  in  the  Ground, 
Till  the  laft  Trumpet's  joyful  Sound  ; 

Then 
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Then  burft  the  Chains  with  fweet  Surprise, 
And  in  my  Saviour's  Image  rife. 

Psalm  XVIIL     Firft  Part. 
Long  Metre.     Ver.  i  — ^6,  15 18. 

Deliverance  from  Defy  air. \  01 ',  'Temptations  overcome. 

1  ^T^HEE  will  I  love,  O  Lord,  my  Strength, 
X     My  Rock,  my  Tower,  my  high  Defence ; 
Thy  mighty  Arm  fhall  be  my  Truft, 
For  I  have  found  Salvation  thence. 

2.  Death,  and  the  Terrors  of  the  Grave 
Stood  round  me  with  their  difmal  Shade  J 
"While  Floods  of  high  Temptations  rofe, 
And  made  my  finking  Soul  afraid. 

3  I  faw  the  op'ning  Gates  of  Hell 
With  endlefs  Pains  and  Sorrows  there, 
Which  none  but  they  that  feel  can  tell, 
While  I  was  hurry 'd  to  Defpair. 

4  In  my  Diftrefs  I  call'd  my  God, 

When  I  could  fcarce  be lieve  him  mine  ; 
He  bow'd  his  Ear  to  my  Complaint ; 
Then  did  his  Grace  appear  Divine. 

5  [With  Speed  he  flew  to  my  Relief, 
As  on  a  Cherub's  Wing  he  rode  ; 
Awful  and  bright  as  JJght'ning  fhone 
The  Face  of  my  Deliverer  God, 

6  Temptations  fled  at  his  Rebuke, 
The  Blaft  of  his  Almighty  Breath  ; 
He  fent  Salvation  from  on  high, 

And  drew  me  from  the  Deeps  of  Death.] 

7  Great  were  my  Fears,  my  Foes  were  great, 
Much  wa$  their  Strength,  and  more  their  Rage  ; 

But 
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ButChrift,,  my  Lord,  is  Conqueror  ft  ill! 
In  all  the  Wars  that  Devils  wage, 

3  My  Song  for  eve*  fhall  record 
That  terrible,  that  joyful  Hour ; 
And  give  the  Glory  to  the  Lord 
Due  to  his  Mercy  and  his  Power. 

Psalm  XVIH. 

SecoffdTart.    V.  20 — 26.    Long  Metre. 

Sincerity  prov'd  and  rewarded. 

x  T     ORD,  thou  haft  feen  my  Soul  fincere, 
1    J  Haft  made  thy  Truth  and  Love  appear;; 
Before  mine  Eyes  I  fet  thy  Laws, 
And  thou  haft  own'd  my  righteous  Caufe. 

X  Since  I  have  learnt  thy>  holy  Ways, 
Fve  walk'd  upright  before  thy  Face  ; 
Or  if  my  Feet  did  e'er  depart^ 
*Twas  nevcn  with  a  wicked  Heart; 

3  What  fore  Temptation* b*oke  my  Reft ! 
What  Wars  and  Strugglings >m  my  Breaft  ! 
But  thro'  thy  Grace  that  reigns  within 
E  guard  againft  my  dading  Sin. 

4r  That;  Sin  thatclofe  befets  me  ftill, 
That  works  and  ftrives  againft <my  Will ; 
When  fhall  thy  Spirits  fovereign Pb<vv£r«j 
Deftroy  it,  that  it  rife  no  more!! 

5^  [Withan  impartial  Band  the  Lord 
Deals  out  to  Mortals  their  Reward : 
The  Kind  and  EaithfuLSouls  fhall  find 
A  God  as  Fairhful  and  as  Kind. 

6  The  Juft  and  Pure  fhall  ever  fay 

Thou  art  more  Pure,  more  Juft  than  they  ; 

And 
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And 'Men  that  love  Revenge  fhall  know 
God  hath  an  Arm  of  Vengeance  too.] 

Psalm  XVIII.     Third  Part.   V.  50,  31,   34,  35, 

46,  &c.     ^ng  Metre. 

Rejoycing  in  God ;  or,  Salvation  and  'Triumph. 

1  f  US T  are-thy  Ways,  and  true  thy  Word,, 
y  Great  Rock  of  my  fecure  Abode  : 
Who  is  a  God  befide  the  Lord  ? 

Or  where's  a  Refuge  like  our  God  ? 

2  Tk  He  that-girds  me  with  his  Might, 
Gives  me  his  holy  Sword  to  wield  ; 
And  while  with  Sin  and  Hell  I  fight, 
Spreads  his  Salvation  for  my  Shield. 

3  He  lives,  (and  bleffed  be  my  Rock,) 
The  God  of  my  Salvation  lives, 
The  dark  Defigns  of  Hell  are  broke  ; 
Sweet  is  the  Peace  my  Father  gives, 

4  Before  the  Scoffers  of  the  Age 
I  will  exalt  my  Father's  Name, 
Nor  tremble  at  their  mighty  Rage, 
But  meet  Reproach,  and  bear  theShame. 

5  To  David  and  his  Royal  Seed 
Thy  Grace  for  ever  fhall  extend  ; 
Thy  Love  to  Saints  in  Chrifi  their  Head 
Knows  not  a  Limit,  nor  an  End. 

Psalm  XVIU.    Firfi  Part.    Common  Metre. 

V'tftory  and  'Triumph  over  Temporal  Enemies. 

1  \]i  JE  love  Thee,  Lord,  and  we  adore  ; 
\  V      Now  is  thine  Arm  reveal'd  : 
Thou  artour  Strength,  our  heavenly  Tow*J> 
Our  Bulwark  and  our  Shield. 
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%  We  fly  to  our  eternal  Rock, 
And  find  ?  rure  Defence  ; 
His  holy  Nar/e  our  Lips  invoke, 
And  draw  Salvationihence. 

3  "When  God  our  Leader  fhines  in  Arms, 

What  mortal  Heart  car,  bear 
The  Thunder  of  his  loud  Alnrms  ? 
The  Lightning  of  hisSp^ar? 

4  He  rides  upon  the  winged  Wind, 

And  Angels  in  Array 
In  Millions  wait  to  know  his  Mind, 
And  fwift  as  Flames  obey. 

5  He  fpeaks,  and  at  his  fierce  Rebuke 

Whole  Armies  are  difmay'd  ; 
His  Voice,  his  Frown,  his  angry  Look 
Strikes  all  their  Courage  dead. 

6  He  forms  our  Generals  for  the  Field 

With  all  their  dreadful  Skill  •  ^ 
Gives  them  his  awful  Sword  to  wield, 
And  makes  their  Hearts  of  Steel. 

7  [He  arms  our  Captains  to  the  Fight, 

(Tho'  there  his  Name's  forgot ; 
He  girded  Cyrus  with  his  Might, 
But  Cyrus  knew  him  not.) 

8  Oft  has  the  Lord  whole  Nations  bleft 

For  his  own  Churches  fake : 
The  Powers  that  give  his  People  Reft 
Shall  of  his  Care  partake.] 

Psalm  XVIIL    id  Part.    Common  Metre. 
*fhe  Conquerors  Song. 
I  'p"T"tO  thine  Almighty  Arm  we  owe 
X.      The  Triumphs  of  the  Day  ; 

Thy 
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Thy  Terrors,  Lord,  confound  the  Foe, 
And  melt  their  Strength  away. 

5Tis  by  thine  Aid  our  Troops  prevail, 

And  break  united  Powers, 
Or  burn  their  boafted  Fleets,  or  fcale 

The  proudeft  of  their  Tow'm 

3  How  have  we  chas'd  them  thro*  the  Field 
And  trod  them  to  the  Ground, 

While  thy  Salvation  was  our  Shield, 
But  they  no  Shelter  found ! 

4  In  vain  to  Idol  Saints  they  cry, 
And  perifh  in  their  Blood  ; 

Where  is  a  Rock  fo  great,  fo  high, 
So  powerful  as  our  God  ? 

5  The  Rock  of  Ifraelevex  lives, 
His  Name  be  ever  bleft  : 

'Tis  his  own  Arm  the  Viftory  gives, 
And  gives  his  People  Reft. 

6  On  Kings  that  reign  as  David  did 

He  pours  his  Bleflings  down  ; 
Secures  their  Honours  to  their  Seed, 
And  well  fupports  the  Crown. 

Psalm  XIX.    Fir  ft  Part.    Short  Metre, 
H%e  Book  of  Nature  and  Scripture. 

For  a  Lord  s-Day  Morning, 
1   T>Ehold  the  lofty  Sky 

X3  Declares  its  Maker  God, 
And  all  his  Starry  Works  on  high 

Proclaim  his  Power  abroad. 

%  The  Darknefs  and  the  Light 
Still  keep  their  Courfe  the  fame  ; 

Vhifc 
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While  Night: to  Day,  and  Day  to  Night 
Divinely  teach  his  Name. 

3  In  every  different  Land 
Their  general  Voice  is  known  ; 

They  fhew  the  Wonders  of  his  Hand., 
And  Orders  of  his  Throne. 

4  Ye  Britijb  Lands  rejoyce, 
Here  he  reveals  his  Word, 

We  are  not  left  to  Nature's  Voice 
To  bid  us  know  the  Lord. 

5  His  Statutes  and  Commands 
Are  fet  before  our  Eyes, 

He  puts  his  Goipel  in  our  Hands 
Where  our  Salvation  lies. 

6  His  Laws  are  juft  and  pure, 
His  Truth  without  Deceit* 

His  Promifes  for  ever  fure 
And  his  Rewards  are  great. 

7  £Not  Honey  to  the  Tafl: 
Affords  fo  much  Delight, 

Nor  Gold  that  has  the  Furnace  pall 
So  much  allures  the  Sight. 

8  While  of  thy  Works  I  fing 
Thy  Glory  to  proclaim, 

Accept  the  Praife,  my  God,  my  King 
In  my  Redeemer's  Name.] 

Psalm  XIX.    id  Fart.    Short  Metre. 

God's  Word  rnoft  excellent ;  or,  Sincerity  and  Watch' 
fulnefs. 
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For  a  LordVDay  Morning, 
Ehold  the  Morning  Sun 
Begins  his  glorious  Way ; 
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His  Beams  thro'  all  the  Nations  run, 
And  Life  and  Light  convey. 

1  But  where  the  Gofpel  comes 

It  fpreads  diviner  Light, 
It  calls  dead  Sinners  from  their  Tombs, 

And  gives  the  Blind  their  Sight. 

3  How  perfeft  is  thy  Word  ! 
And  all  thy  Judgments  juft  ; 

For  ever  fure  thy  Promife,  Lord, 
And  Men  fecurely  truft. 

4  My  gracious  God,  how  plain 
Are  thy  Dire&ions  given  ! 

O  may  I  never  read  in  vain, 
But  find  the  Path  to  Heaven  ! 

Pause. 

5  I  hear  thy  Word  with  Love, 
And  I  would  fain  obey  ; 

Send  thy  good  Spirit  from  above 
To  guide  me  left  I  ftray. 

6  O  who  can  ever  find 
The  Errors  of  his  Ways  ? 

Yet  with  a  bold  prefumpruous  Mind 
I  would  not  dare  tranfgrefs. 

7  Warn  me  of  every  Sin, 
Forgive  my  fecret  Faults, 

And  cleanfe  this  guilty  Soul  of  mine 
Whofe  Crimes  exceed  my  Thoughts. 

S  While  with  my  Heart  and  Tongue 

I  fpread  thy  Praife  abroad, 
Accept  the  Worfoip  and  the  Song, 

My  Saviour  and  my  God, 

C  Psalm 
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Psalm  XIX.    Long  Metre. 

^he  Books  of  Nature  and  of  Scripture  compared  ;  qr , 
If  he  Glory  and  Succefs  of  the  GofpeU 

t    I  HpHE  Heavens  declare  thy  Glory,  Lord, 
X     In  every  Star  thy  Wifdom  fhines : 
But  when  our  Eyes  behold  thy  Word, 
We  read  thy  Name  in  fairer  Lines. 

2  The  rolling  Sun,  the  changing  Light, 
And  Nights  and  Days  thy  Power  confefs  : 
But  the  bleft  Volume  thou  haft  writ 
Reveals  thy  Juftice  and  thy  Grace. 

5  Sun,  Moon  and  Stars  convey  thy  Praife 
Round  the  whole  Earth,  and  never  ftand: 
So  when  thy  Truth  begun  its  Race, 
It  touch'd  and  glanc'd  on  every  Land. 

4  Nor  (hall  thy  fpreading  Gofpel  reft 
Till  thro'  the  World  thy  Truth  has  run  ; 
Till  Chrift  has  all  the  Nations  bleft 
That  fee  the  Light,  or  feel  the  Sun. 

5  Great  Sun  of  Righteoufnefs,  arife, 

Blefs  the  dark  World  with  heavenly  Light ; 
Thy  Gofpel  makes  the  Simple  Wife  ; 
Thy  Laws  are  pure,  thy  Judgments  right. 

6  Thy  nobleft  Wonders  here  we  view 
In  Souls renew'd  and  Sins  forgiven  : 
Lord,  cleanie  my  Sins,  my  Soul  renew, 
And  make  thy  Word  my  Guide  to  Heav'n. 

Psalm  XIX.     To  the  Tune  of  the  1 13th  Pfalm. 

1 'he  Booh  of  Nature  and  Scripture.  .A 

i   /^ReatGod,  the  Heavens  well-order'd  Frame 
Vj  Declares  the  Glories  of  thy  Name  \ 

There 
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There  thy  rich  Works  of  Wonder  fhine  : 
A  thoufand  ftarry  Beauties  there, 
A  thoufand  radiant  Marks  appear 

Of  boundlefs  Power  and  Skill  Divine. 

2  From  Night  to  Day,  from  Day  to  Night 
The  dawning  and  the  dying  Light 

Leftures  of  heavenly  Wifdorn  read  ; 
With  fllent  Eloquence  they  raife 
Our  Thoughts  to  our  Creator's  Praife, 

And  neither  Sound  nor  Language  need. 

3  Yet  their  divine  Inftru&ions  run 
Far  as  the  Journeys  of  the  Sun, 

And  every  Nation  knows  their  Voice  : 
The  Sun  like  fome  young  Bridegroom  dreft 
Breaks  from  the  Chambers  of  the  Eaft, 

Rolls  round,  and  makes  the  Earth  rejoice. 

4  Where  e're  he  ipreads  his  Beams  abroad 
He  fmiles,  and  fpeaks  his  Maker  God  ; 

All  Nature  joyns  to  fhew  thy  Praife : 
Thus  God  in  every  Creature  fhines  ; 
Fair  are  the  Book  of  Nature's  Lines, 

But  fairer  is  thy  Book  of  Grace. 

Pause. 

5  I  love  the  Volumes  of  thy  Word  , 
What  Light  and  Joy  thofe  Leaves  afford 

To  Souls  benighted  and  difrreft  ! 
Thy  Precepts  guide  my  doubtful  Way, 
Thy  Fear  forbids  my  Feet  to  ftray, 

Thy  Promife  leads  my  Heart  to  Reft. 

From  the  Difcoveries  of  thy  Law 
The  perfeft  Rules  of'  Life  I  draw  ; 

Thefe  are  my  Study  and  Delight ; 
Not  Honey  fo  invites  the  Taft, 

C  z  Nor 
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Nor  Gold  that  hath  the  Furnace  pair 
Appears  fo  pieafing  to  the  Sight. 

7  Thy  Threatnings  wake  my  flumbring  Eyes, 
And  warn  me  where  my  Danger  lies  ; 

But  'tis  thy  blefTed  Gofpel,  Lord, 
That  makes  my  guilty  Confcience  clean, 
Converts  my  Soul,  fubdues  my  Sin, 

And  gives  a  free  but  large  Reward. 

8  Who  knows  the  Errors  of  his  Thoughts  ?. 
My  God,  forgive  my  fecret  Faults, 

And  from  prefumptuous  Sins  re f train  : 
Accept  my  poor  Attempts  of  Praife 
That  I  have  read  thy  Book  of  Grace 

And  Book  of  Nature  not  in  vain. 

Psalm    XX. 

^Prayer  and  Hope  of  Viclwy. 

For  a  Day  of  Prayer  in  time  of  War 

j   'Jw  lOW  may  the  God  of  Power  and  Grace 
J^   Attend  his  Peoples  humble  Cry  ! 
Jehovah  hears  when  Ifrael  prays, 
And  brings  Deliverance  from  on  high. 

%  The  Name  of  Jacob's  God  defends 
Better  than  Shields  or  brazen  Walls  ; 
He  from  his  Sanfiuary  fends 
Succour  and  Strength  when  Zion  calls. 

5  Well  he  remembers  all  our  Sighs, 
His  Love  exceeds  ourbeft  Deferts; 
His  Love  accepts  the  Sacrifice 
Of  humble  Groans  and  broken  Hearts. 

4  In  his  Salvation  is  our  Hope, 
And  in  the  Name  of  I  frail's  God  . 
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Our  Troops  fbail  lift  their  Banners  up, 
Our  Navies  fpread  their  Flags  abroad. 

5  Some  truft  in  Horfes  ti;ain*d  for  War, 
And  fome  of  Chariots  make  their  Boaft>  ; 
Our  fureft  txpe&ations  are    . 

From  Thee  the  Lord  of  heavenly  Hofts. 

6  [O  may  the  Memory  of  thy  Name 
Infpire  our  Armies  for  the  Fight ! 

Our  Foes  fhall  fall  and  die  with  fhame, 
Or  quit  the  Field  with  fhameful  Flight.] 

7  Nowfaveus,,  Lord,  from  flavifh  Fear, 
No\v  let  our  Hopes  be  firm  md  ftrong. 
Till  the  Salvation  fhall  appear, 

And  Joy  and  Triumph  raife  the  Song. 

Psalm  XXI.     Common  Metre. 
Our  Khg  is  the  Care  of  Heaven. 
i  '"V* HE  King,  O  Lord,  with  Songs  of  Praife 
J_      Shall  in  thy  Strength  rejoice  ; 
And  blefVwitb  thy  Salvation  raife 
To  Heaven  his  chearful  Voice, 

2  Thy  fure  Defence  thro'  Nations  toiihcl 

Has  fpread  his  glorious  Name  ; 
And  his  firccefsfui  Actions  crown'd 
With  Majefty  and  Fame. 

3  Then  let  the  King  on  God  alone 

For  timely  Aid  rely  ; 
His  Mercy  fhall  fupport  the  Throne, 
And  all  our  Wants  fupply. 

4  But,  righteous  Lord,   his  ftubborn  Foes 
Shall  feel  thy  dreadful  Hand  ; 

Thy  vengeful  Arm  fhall  find  out  thofe 
That  hate  his  mild  Command. 

C  3  5  Whca 
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5  When  thou  againft  them  doft  engage, 

Thy  juft,  but  dreadful  Doom 
Shall,  like  a  fiery  Oven's  Rage, 
Their  Hopes  and  them  confume. 

6  Thus,  Lord,  thy  wond'rous  Power  declare, 

And  thus  exalt  thy  Fame  ; 
Whilft  we  glad  Songs  of  Praife  prepare 
For  thine  Almighty  Name. 

Psaim.  XXL     i  —  9.     Long  Metre. 
Chriji  Exalted  to  the  Kingdom. 

I   T~~"\^  V ID  rejoic'd  in  God  hisftrength, 
JL/  Rais'd  to  the  Throne  by  fpecial  Grace  ; 
But  Chrlft  the  Son  appears  at  Length, 
Fulfils  the  Triumph  and  the  Praife. 

1  How  great  is  the  Mefjiah's  Joy 
In  the  Salvation  of  thy  Hand  ! 
Lord,  Thou  haft  rais'd  his  Kingdom  high, 
And  giv'n  the  World  to  his  Command. 

3  Thy  Goodnefs  grants  what  e're  he  will, 
Nor  doth  the  kaft  Requeft  with-hold  ; 
Blefiings  of  Love  prevent  him  ftill, 
And  Crowns  of  Glory,  not  of  Gold; 

4  Honour  and  Majefty  divine 
Around  his  facred  Temples  fhine  ; 
Bleft  with  the  Favour  of  thy  Face, 
And  Length  of  everlafting  Days. 

5.  Thine  Hand  fhall  find  out  all  his  Foes  ; 
And  as  a  fiery  Oven  glows 
With  raging  Heat  and  living  Coals, 
So  {hall  thy  Wrath  devour  their  Souls. 

Psalm 
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Psalm    XXII.     i  - —  1 6.    Bffi  Tart. 

Common  Metre. 
tte  Sufferings  and  Death  of  Chrift. 

1  \  T  J  H  Y  has  my  God  my  Sou!  forfook, 

VV       Nor  will  a  Smile  afford? 
(Thus  David  once  in  Anguifh  fpoke, 
And  thus  our  dying  Lord.) 

2  Tho'  'tis  thy  chief  Delight  to  dwell 

Among  thy  praiiing  Saints, 
Yet  Thou  canft  hear  a  Groan  as  well, 
And  pity  our  Complaints. 

3  Our  Fathers  trufted  in  thy  Name , 

And  great  Deliverance  found  ; 
But  I'm  a  Worm  defpis'd  of  Men, 
And  trodden  to  the  Ground. 

4  Shaking  the  Head  they  pafs  me  by, 

And  laugh  my  Soul  to  fcorn  ; 
u  In  vain  he  trnfis  inGod,  they  cry, 
M  Neglected  and  forlorn* 

5  But  Thou  art  He  whoform'd  my  Flefh 

By  thine  Almighty  Word, 
And  fince  I  hung  upon  the  Breafl 
My  Hope  is  in  the  Lord. 

6  Why  will  my  Father  hide  his  Face 

When  Foes  ftand  threatning  round 
In  the  dark  Hour  of  deep  Diftrefs, 
And  not  an  Helper  found  ? 

Pause. 

7  Behold  thy  Darling  left  among 

The  Cruel  and  the  Proud, 
As  Bulls  of  Bafoan  fierce  and  ftrong, 
As  Lions  roaring  loud. 

C  4  S  From 
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$  From  Earth  and  Hell  my  Sorrows  meet 
To  multiply  the  Smart ; 
They  nail  my  Hands,  they  pierce  my  Feet, 
And  try  to  vex  my  Heart. 

9  Yet  if  thy  Sovereign  Hand  let  loofe 

The  Rage  of  Earth  and  Hell, 
Why  will  my  heavenly  Father  bruife 
The  Son  he  loves  fo  well? 

10  My  God,  if  poffible  it  be 

With-hold  this  bitter  Cup  : 
But  I  refign  my  Willtothee, 
And  drink  the  Sorrows  up. 

11  My  Heart  difTolves  with  Pangs  unknown, 

In  Groans  I  wafte  my  Breath  : 
Thy  heavy  Hand  has  brought  rae  down 
Low  as  the  Duft  of  Death. 

12  Father,  I  give  my  Spirit  up, 

And  truftitin  thy  Hand; 
My  dying  Flefh  (ball  reft  in  Hope, 
And  rife  at  thy  Command. 

Psalm  XXII.     20,  21,  27 — 31.     Second  Tart. 
Common  Metre. 

Chnft'j  Sufferings  and  Kingdom. 

l  «  *\.  "T  0  W  from  the  roaring  Lions  Rage, 
l\      "  O  Lord,  poteB  thy  Son, 
"  Nor  leave  thy  Darling  to  engage 
"   'The  lowers  of  Hell  alone. 

Thus  did  our  fuffering  Saviour  pray 

With  mighty  Cries  and  Fears  ; 
God  heard  him  in  that  dreadful  Day, 

And  chas'd  away  his  Fears. 

3   Great 


Psalms.  49 

3  Great  was  the  Viftory  of  his  Death, 

His  Throne  exalted  high  ; 
And  all  the  Kindreds  of  the  Earth 
Shall  worfhipor  lhall  die. 

4  A  nnm'rous  Offspring  muft  arife 

From  his  Expiring  Groans  ; 
They  fhall  be  reckon'd  in  his  Eyes 
For  Daughters  and  for  Sons. 

5  The  meek  and  humble  Souls  {ball  fee 

His  Table  richly  fpread  ; 
And  all  that  feek  the  Lord  fhall  be 
With  Joys  immortal  fed. 

6  The  Ifles  fhall  know  the  Righteoufnef- 

Of  our  incarnate  God, 
And  Nations  yet  unborn  profefs 
Salvation-  in  his  Blood. 

Psalm  XXII.     Long  Metre. 
Chrift'r  Sufferings  and  Exaltation. 

NOW  let  our  mournful  Songs  record 
The  dying  Sorrows  of  our  Lord, 
When  he  complain'd  in  Tears  and  Blood,  _ 
As  one  forfaken  of  his  God. 

>a  The  Jews  beheld  him  thus  forlorn, 

And  (hake  their  Heads  and  laugh  in  Scorn 
"   He  refcu'-d  others  from  the  Grave  ; 
"  Now  let  him  try  himfelf  tofave. 

5  Si  This  is  the  Man  did  once  pretend 
"  God  was  his  Father  and  his  Friend  ; 
"  If  God  thepleiTed  lov'd  him  fo, 
"  Why  doth  he  fail  to  help  him  now  7 

4  Barbarous  People  \:-  Cruel  Priefts  ! 

How  thev  fto<Kl  round  like  favage  Beafts  ? 

G  5  Like 
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Like  Lions  gaping  to  devour, 

When  God  had  left  him  in  their  Power. 

5  They  wound  his  Head,  his  Hands,  his  Feet, 
Till  ftreamsot  Blood  each  other  meet  : 
By  Lot  his  Garments  they  divide, 
And  mock  the  Pangs  in  which  he  dy'd. 

C  But  God  his  Father  heard  his  Cry  ; 
Rais'd  from  the  dead  he  reigns  on  high  ; 
The  Nations  learn  his  Righteoufnefs, 
And  humble  Sinners  tafte  his  Grace. 

Psalm  XXIII.     Long  Metre. 
God  our  Shepherd, 

1  "\    i  Y  Shepherd  is  the  living  Lord  ; 
J.yJL  Now  fhall  my  Wants  be  well  fupply'd  ; 
His  Providence  and  holy  Word 

Become  my  Safety  and  my  Guide. 

2  In  Paftures  where  Salvation  grows 

He  makes  me  ktd^  he  makes  me  reft  ; 
There  living  Water  gently  flows, 
And  all  the  Food  divinely  bleft. 

3  My  wandring  Feet  his  Ways  miftake,; 
But  he  reftores  my  Soul  to  Peace, 
And  leads  me  for  his  Mercy's  fake 

In  the  fair  Paths  of  Righteoufnefs. 

4  Tho'  I  walk  thro*  the  gloomy  Vale 
Where  Death  and  all  its  Terrors  are, 
My  Heart  and  Hope  fhall  never  fail, 
For  God  my  Shepherd's  with  me  there* 

5  Amidft  the  Darknefs  and  the  Deeps 
Thou  art  my  Comfort,  Thou  my  Stay  ; 
Thy  Staff  fupports  my  feeble  Steps, 
Thy  Rod  directs  my  doubtful  Way, 
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6  The  Sons  of  Earth  and  Sons  of  Hell 
Gaze  at  thy  Goodnefs,  and  repine 
To  fee  my  Table  fpread  fo  well 

With  living  Bread  and  chearful  Wine# 

7  ["How  I  rejoice  when  on  my  Head 
Thy  Spirit  condefcends  to  reft  ! 
'Tis  a  Divine  Anointing  fhed 
Like  Oil  of  Gladnefs  at  a  Feaft. 

8  Surely  the  Mercies  of  the  Lord 
Attend  his  Houfhold  all  their  Days  ; 
There  will  I  dwell  to  hear  his  Word, 
To  feek  his  Face  and  fing  his  Praife.] 

Psalm  XXII I.    Common  Metre. 

1   IV  /i  Y  Shepherd  will  fupply  my  Need, 
_LV X     Jehovah  is  his  Name  ; 
In  Failures  frefh  he  makes  me  feed 
Befide  the  living  Stream. 

z  He  brings  my  wand 'ring  Spirit  back 
When  I  forfake  his  Ways  ; 
And  le^ids  me  for  his  Mercy's  fake 
In  Paths  of  Truth  and  Grace, 

3  When  I  walk  thro'  the  Shades  of  Death 

Thy  Prefence  is  my  Stay  ; 
A  Word  of  thy  fupporting  Breath 
Drives  all  my  Fears  away. 

4  Thy  Hand  in  fight  of  all  my  Foes 

Doth  ftill  my  Table  fpread  ; 

My  Cup  with  Bleffings  overflows, 

Thine  Oil  anoints  my  Head. 

5  The  fure  Provifions  of  my  God 

Attend  me  all  my  Days ; 
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0  may  thy  Houfe  be  mine  Abode 
And  all  my  Woik  be  Praife  ! 

€  There  would  I  find  a  fettled  Reft, 
("While  others  go  and  come) 
No  more  a  Stranger  or  a  Gueft, 
But  like  a  Child  at  Home, 

Psalm  XXIII.     Short  Metre. 

I  HTTH  E  Lord  my  Shepherd  is, 

1     I  {hall  be  well  fupply'd  ; 
Since  he  is  mine  and  I  am  his, 
What  can  I  want  befide  I 

%  He  leads  me  to  the  Place 

Where  Heavenly  Pafture  grows, 
Where  living  Waters  gently  pafs> 

And  full  Salvation  flows* 

^  If  e're  I  go  aftray 

He  doth  my  Soul  reclaim, 
And  guides  me  in  his  own  right  Way 

For  his  moft  ha>ly  Name. 

4  While  he  affords  his  Aid 

1  cannot  yield  to  Fear ; 

Tho'  I  Ihould  walk  thror  Death's  dark  fhade, 
My  Shepherd  s  with  me  there* 

5  In  fpight  of  all  my  Foes 
Thou  doft  my  Table  fpread, 

JMy  Cup  with  Bleffings  overflows* 
And  Joy  exalts  my  Head* 

6  The  Bounties  of  thy  Love 
Shall  crown  rrly  following  Days  \ 

Nor  from  thy  Houfe  win  I  remove 
Nor  ceafe  to  fpeak  thy  praife. 
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Psalm  XXIV.     Common  Metre/ 
Dwelling  with  Goct. 
i  HP  H  E  Earth  for  ever  is  the  Lord's 
X        With  Adam's  numerous  Race  ; 
He  rais'd  its  Arches  o'er  the  Floods, 
And  built  it  on  the  Seas, 

2  But  who  among  the  Sons  of  Men 
May  vifit  thine  Abode  ? 

He  that  has  Hands  from  Mifehief  clean, 
Whofe  Heart  is  right  with  God. 

3  This  is  the  Man  may  rife  and  take 

The  Bleflings  of  his  Grace  ; 
This  is  the  Lot  of  thofe  that  feek 
The  God  of  Jacob's  Face. 

4  Now  let  our  Souls  immortal  Powers 

To  meet  the  Lord  prepare, 

Lift  up  their  everlafting  Doors, 

The  King  of  Glory's  near. 

5  The  King  of  Glory  !  Who  can  tell 

The  Wonders  of  his  Might  ? 
He  rules  the  Nations  ;  but  to  dwell 
With  Saints  is  his  Delight. 

Psalm  XXIV.     Long  Metre. 
Saints  dwell  in  Heaven  ;   or,  Chrift's  Afcenfion. 
i  *T*  HIS  fpacious  Earth  is  all  the  Lord's, 
X     And  Men  aad  Worms,  and  Beafts  and  Birds: 
He  rais'd  the  Building  on  the  Seas, 
And  gave  it  for  their  Dwelling-place. 

i  But  there's  a  brighter  World  on  high, 
Thy  Paface,  Lord,  above  the  Sky : 
Who  fliall  afcend  that  bleft  Abode, 
And  dwell  fo  near  his  Make*  God  ? 

3  He 
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5  He  that  abhors  and  fears  to  fin, 

Whofe  Heart  is  pure,  whofe  Hands  are  clean, 
Him  fhajl  the  Lord  the  Saviour  blefs, 
And  clothe  his  Soul  with  Righteoufnefs. 

4  Thefe  are  the  Men,  the  pious  Race 
That  feek  the  God  of  Jacob's  Face  : 
Thefe  fhall  enjoy  the  blifsful  Sight, 
And  dwell  in  everlafting  Light. 

Pause. 

5  Rejoice,  ye  fhining  Worlds  on  high, 
Behold  the  King  of  Glory  nigh  ; 
Who  can  this  King  of  Glory  be  ? 
The  mighty  Lord,  the  Saviour's  He  : 

6  Ye  Heavenly  Gates,  your  Leaves  difplay 
To  make  the  Lord  the  Savioui  way  : 
Laden  with  Spoils  from  Earth  and  Hell 
The  Conqueror  comes  with  God  to  dwell. 

7  Rais'd  from  the  dead  he  goes  before. 
He  opens  Heaven's  eternal  Door, 

To  give  his  Saints  a  bleft  Abode 
Near  their  Redeemer  and  their  God. 

Psalm  XXV.  i-^-ii.    Flrfi Part. 
Waiting  for  Pardon  andDheftidn* 

I  T  Lift  my  Soul  to  God, 

X  My  Truft  is  in  his  Name  ; 
Let  not  my  Foes  that  feek  my  Blood 

Still  triumph  in  my  Shame. 

a  Sin  and  the  Powers  of  Hell 

Perfwade  me  to  Defpair  ; 
Lord,  make  me  know  thy  Covenant  well, 

That  I  may  Tcape  the  Snare, 
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3  From  the  firit  dawning  Light 
Till  the  dark  Evening  rife 

For  thy  Salvation,  Lord,  I  wait 
With  Ever-longing  Eyes. 

4  Remember  all  thy  Gtace, 
And  lead  me  in  thy  Truth  ; 

Forgive  the  Sins  of  riper  Days 
And  Follies  of  my  Youth. 

5  The  Lord  is  juft  and  kind, 
The  Meek  fhall  learn  his  Ways, 

And  every  humble  Sinner  find 
The  Methods  of  his  Grace. 

6  For  his  own  Goodnefs  fake 
He  faves  my  Soul  from  Shame  ; 

He  pardons  (tho*  my  Guilt  be  great) 
Thro'  my  Redeemer's  Name. 

Psalm  XXV.  12,  14,  10,  13.     id  Part 
Divine  InftruHion, 
I  T  T  7Here  fhall  the  Man  be  found 
V  V    That  fears  t  offend  his  God 
That  loves  the  Gofpel's  joyful  Sound, 
And  trembles  at  the  Rod  ? 

%  The  Lord  fhall  make  him  know 

The  Secrets  of  his  Heart, 
The  "Wonders  of  his  Covenant  fhow, 

And  all  his  Love  impart. 

3  The  Dealings  of  his  Hand 

Are  Truth  and  Mercy  ftill 
With  fuch  as  to  his  Covenant  ftand, 

And  love  to  do  his  Will. 

%  Their  Souls  fhall  dwell  at  eafe 
Before  their  Maker  s  Face  -, 

Thcii 
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Their  Seed  fhali  caft  the  Promifes 
In  their  extenfive  Grace, 

Psalm  XXV.  15—22.      Third  Part. 
Dlfirefs  of  Soul',  or,  Bachjlidlng  and Defertio??. 
1   A    /I  Ine  Eyes  and  my  Defire 
IVjL  Are  ever  to  the  Lord  • 

1  love  to  plead  his  Prornifes, 

And  reft  upon  his  Word. 

2  Tarn,  turn  thee  to  my  Soul, 
Bring  thy  Salvation  near ; 

"When  will  thy  Hand  releafe  my  Feet 
Out  of  the  deadly  Snare  ? 

3  When  fhall  the  fovereign  Grace 
Of  my  Forgiving  God 

Reftore  me  from  thofe  dangerous  Ways 
My  wandring  Feet  have  trod? 

4  The  Tumult  of  my  Thoughts 
Doth  but  enlarge  my  Woe  ; 

My  Spirit  laaguithes,  my  Heart 
Jsdefolate  and  low. 

5  With  every  Morning  Light 
My  Sorrow  new  begins  ; 

Look  on  my  Anguifh  and  my  Pain, 
And  pardon  ail  my  Sins. 

P  a  u  s  e. 

6  Behold  the  Hofts  of  Hell, 
How  cruel  is  their  Hate/' 

Againft  my  Life  they  rifty  and  joi&; 
Their  Fury  with  Deceit. 

7  O  keep  my  Soul  from  Death, 
Nor  put  my  Hope  to  {hame. 
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or  I  have  plac'd  my  on-IyTruft 
In  my  Redeemer's  Name. 

S  With  humble  Faich  I  wait 

To  fee  thy  Face  again  ; 
Of  Ifrael  it  fball  ne'er  be  faid, 

He  fought  the  Lard  in  vain. 

Psalm     XXVI. 
Self -Examination ;  or,  Evidences  of  Grace* 
I    TUcige  me,  O  Lord,  and  prove  my  Ways, 
J   And  try  my  Reins,  and  try  my  Heart  ; 
My  Faith  upon  thy  Promife  ftays, 
Nor  from  thy  Law  my  Feet  depart, 

i  I  hate  to  walk,  I  hate  to  fit 
With  Men  of  Vanity  and  Lies  ; 
The  Scoffer  and  the  Hypocrite 
Are  the  Abhorrence  of  mine  Eyes. 

3  Amongft  thy  Saints  wi!l  I  appear 
With  Hands  well-wafh'd  inlnnocence  , 
But  whefi  I  (land  before  thy  Bar 
The  Blood  of  thrift  is  my  Defence. 

%  I  love  thy  Habitation,  Lord, 
The  Temple  where  thine  Honours  dwell  ; 
There  fhall  I  hear  thy  holy  Word, 
And  there  thy  Works  of  Wonder  tell. 

5  Let  not  my  Soul  be  join'd  at  laft 
With  Men  of  Treachery  and  Blood, 
Since  I  my  Days  on  Faith  have  pafl 
Among  the  Saints  and  near  my  God^ 

Psalm  XXVIL     I  —  6.    Firft  Part 
The  Church  is  our  Delight  and  Safety* 
i  '  I  T  H  E  Lord  of  Glory  is  my  Light, 
X       And  my  Salvation  too ; 

God 
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God  is  my  Strength  ;  nor  will  I  fear 
What  all  my  Foes  can  do. 

2  One  Privilege  my  Heart  defires  ; 

O  grant  me  an  Abode 
Among  the  Churches  of  thy  Saints, 
The  Temples  of  my  God  ! 

3  There  fhall  I  offer  my  Reqiiefts, 

And  fee  thy  Beauty  frill, 
Shall  hear  thy  MefTages  of  Love, 
And  there  enquire  thy  Will. 

4  When  Troubles  rife  and  Storms  appear 

There  may  his  Children  hide  ; 
God  has  a  ftrong  Pavilion  where 
He  makes  my  Soul  abide. 

5  Now  fhall  my  Head  be  lifted  high 

Above  my  Foes  around, 
And  Songs  of  Joy  and  Viftory 
Within  thy  Temple  found. 

Psalm  XXVII.  Ver.  8,  %  13,  14.     Second  Fart. 

Prayer  and  Hope. 
I   QOON  asl  heard  my  Father  fay, 
^       u  Te  Children feek  my  Gracet 
My  Heart  reply'd  without  delay, 
"  I'll  feek  my  Father  s  Face. 

2,  Let  not  thy  Face  be  hid  from  me, 
Nor  frown  my  Soul  away  ; 
God  of  my  Life,  I  fly  to  Thee 
In  a  diftrefling  Day. 

5  Should  Friends  and  Kindred  near  and  dear 
Leave  me  to  want  or  die, 
My  God  would  make  my  Life  his  Care, 
And  all  my  Need  fupply. 

4  M;y 
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4  My  fainting  Flefh  had  dy'd  with  Grief 

Had  not  my  Soul  believ'd 
To  fee  thy  Grace  provide  Relief, 
Nor  was  my  Hope  deceived. 

5  Wait  on  the  Lord,  Ye  trembling  Saints, 

And  keep  your  Courage  up  ; 
He'll  raife  your  Spirit  when  it  faints, 
And  far  exceed  your  Hope. 

Psalm     XXIX. 
Storm  and  "Thunder. 
i    /*"■>  I ve  to  the  Lord,  ye  Sons  of  Fame, 
VJ  Give  to  the  Lord  Renown  and  Power, 
Afcribe  due  Honours  to  his  Name, 
And  his  Eternal  Might  adore. 

z  The  Lord  proclaims  his  Power  aloud 
Over  the  Ocean  and  the  Land  ; 
His  Voice  divides  the  Watry  Cloud, 
And  Lightnings  blaze  at  his  Command. 

3  He  fpeaks,  and  Tempeft,  Hail  and  Wind 
Lay  the  wide  Forefts  bare  around  ; 

The  fearful  Hart,  and  frighted  Hind 
Leap  at  the  Terror  of  the  Sound. 

4  To  Lebanon  he  turns  his  Voice, 
And,  Lor  the  irately  Cedars  break  ; 
The  Mountains  tremble  at  the  Noife, 
The  Valleys  roar,  the  Defarts  quake* 

5  The  Lord  fits  Sovereign  on  the  Flood, 
The  Thunderer  reigns  for  ever  King  ; 
But  makes  his  Church  his  bleft  Abode, 
Where  we  his  awful  Glories  fing.      i 

6  In  gentler  Language  there  rhe  Lord 
The  Counfels  of  his  Grace  imparts ; 

Amidft 
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Amidft  the  raging  Storm  his  Word 
Speaks  Peace  and  Courage  to  our  Hearts. 

Psalm  XXX.     Fir fi  Part.  } 
Sicknefs  heaYdy  and  Sorrow  removd. 
I   T  Will  extol  thee,  Lord,  on  high, 
X  At  thy  Command  Difeafes  fly  ; 
Who  but  a  God  can  fpeak,  and  favc 
From  the  dark  Borders  ot  the  Grave  1 

z  Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  Saints  of  his, 
And  tell  how  large  his  Goodnefs  is  ; 
Let  all  -you*  Powers  rejoice  and  blefs, 
While  you  record  his  Holinefs. 

3  His  Anger  but  a  Moment  ftays  ; 

His  Love  is  Life  and  Length  of  Days  ; 
Tho'  Grief  and  Tears  the  Night  employ, 
The  Morning-Star  reftores  the  Joy. 

Psalm  XXX.     Ver.  6.     Second  Fart* 
Bealtfyy  Siclznefsy  and  Recovery. 
X  T?Itm  'was  my  Health,  my  Day  was  bright, 
X*   And  I  prefum'd  'twould  ne'er  be  Night  , 
Fondly  I  faid  within  my  Heart, 
"  Plea  fare  and  Peace  jhall  ne'er  depart. 

z  But  I  forgot  thine  Arm  was  ftrong 

Which  made  my  Mountain  ftand  fo  long  ; 

Soon  as  thy  Face  began  to  hide, 

My  Health  was  gone,  my  Comforts  dy'd, 

3  I  cry'd  aloud  to  thee,  my  God  ; 

"  What  can'ft  thou  profit  by  my  Blood  ? 
"  Deep  in  the  Duft  can  I  declare 

Thy  Truth,  or  ting  thy  Goodnefs  there? 
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4  "  Hear  me,  O  God  of  Grace,   I  faid, 
"  And  bring  me  from  among  the  Dead  ; 
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Thy  Word  rebuk'd  the  Pains  I  felt. 
Thy  pardoning  Love  remov'd  my  Guilt. 

5  My  Groans,  and  Tears,  and  Forms  of  Woe 
Are  turn'd  to  Joy  and  Praifes  now  ; 
I  throw  my  Sack-Cloth  on  die  Ground, 
And  Eafe  and  Gladnetsgird  me  round. 

6  My  Tongue,  the  Glory  of  my  Frame* 
Shall  ne'er  be  filent  of  thy  Name  ; 
ThyPraife  &all  found  through  Earth  andffcftv'n 
For  Sicknefs heal'd,  and  Sins  forgivn. 

Psalm  XXXI.     5*  13 i^,  22,  23.    <F*ft  ParU 

Delfcerance  from  Death. 

1  TNto  thine  Hand,  OGod  of  Truth, 
1     My  Spirit  I  commit ; 
Thou  haft  redeemed  my  Soul  from  Death, 

And  fav'd  me  from  the  Pit. 

2  The  Paflions  of  my  Hope  and  Fear 

Maintain'd  a  doubtful  Strife, 
"While  Sorrow,  Pain  and  Sin  confpir'd 
To  take  away  my  Life. 

5  M  My  'Times  ate  in  thine  Handy  I  cry'd, 
44  *Tho  I  draw  near  the  Duft  ; 
Thou  are  the  Refuge  v/here  I  hide, 
The  God  in  whom  I  truft. 

4  O  make  thy  reconciled  Face 

Upon  thy  Servant  fhine, 
And  fave  me  for  thy  Mercy  fake, 
For  I'm  intireJy  thine. 

P  a  v  s  E. 

5  £Twas  in  my  Hafte,  my  Spirit  faid, 

"  /  muft  defpair  and  dye. 
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11  I  am  cut  off  before  thine  Eyes  ; 
But  thou  haft  heard  my  Cry.] 

6  Thy  Goodnefs  how  divinely  free  ! 

How  wondrous  is  thy  Grace, 
To  thofe  that  fear  thy  Majefty, 
And  truft  thy  Promifes ! 

7  O  love  the  Lord,  all  ye  his  Saints, 

And  fing  his  Praifes  loud  ; 
He'll  bend  his  Ear  to  your  Complaints, 
And  recompence  the  Proud, 

Psalm  XXXI.    7 — 13,  18-—  21.    Second  Part. 
Deliverance  from  Slander  and  Reproach. 

1  Ti   >J  Y  Heart  rejoices  in  thy  Name, 
1VJL     My  God,  my  Help,  my  Truft  ; 
Thou  haft  preferv'd  my  Face  from  Shame, 

Mine  Honour  from  the  Duft. 

2  c<  My  Life  isfpent  with  Grief,  I  cry'd, 

"  My  Years  confum'd  in  Groans, 
"  My  Strength  decays,  mine  Eyes  are  dry'd, 
44  And  Sorrow  wafts  my  Bones. 

3  Among  mine  Enemies  my  Name 

Was  a  mere  Proverb  grown, 
While  to  my  Neighbours  1  became  . 
Forgotten  and  unknown. 

4  Slander  and  Fear  on  every  fide 

Seiz'd  and  befet  me  round  ; 
I  to  the  Throne  of  Grace  apply'd, 
And  fpeedy  Refcue  found. 

Pause. 

5  How  great  Deliverance  thou  haft  wrought 

Before  the  Sons  of  Men  ! 

Th 
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The  lying  Lips  to  filence  brought, 
And  made  their  Boaftings  vain  ! 

Thy  Children  from  the  ftrife  of  Tongues 

Shall  thy  Pavilion  hide, 
Guard  them  from  Infamy  and  Wrongs, 

And  crufh  the  Sons  of  Pride. 

Within  thy  fecret  Prefence,  Lord, 

Let  me  for  ever  dwell ; 
No  fenced  City  wall'd  and  barr'd 

Secures  a  Saint  fo  well. 

Psalm  XXXII.     Short  Metre. 

Forgkenefs  of  Sins  upon  Confeffion. 
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Bleffed  Souls  are  they 
Whofe  Sins  are  cover'd  o'er ! 


Divinely  bleft,  to  whom  the  Lord 
Imputes  their  Guilt  no  more  ! 

2  They  mourn  their  Follies  paft, 
And  keep  their  Hearts  with  Care  ; 

Their  Lips  andLtves  without  Deceit 
Shall  prove  their  Faith  fincere. 

3  While  I  conceal'd  my  Guilt, 
I  felt  the  feft'ring  Wound, 

Till  I  confefs'd  my  Sins  to  thee, 
And  ready  Pardon  found. 

4  Let  Sinners  learn  to  pray, 

Let  Saints  keep  near  the  Throne  ; 
Our  Help  in  Times  of  deep  Diftreis  i 
'  Is  found  in  God  alone. 
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Psalm  XXXII.     Common  Metre. 

Free  Pardon,    and  jlncere  Obedience  ;    or,  Confejpor 
and  Forgivenefs* 

I  T  TAppy  the  Man  to  whom  his  God 
X,   4     No  more  imputes  his  Sin, 
But  wafh'd  in  the  Redeemer's  Blood 
Hath  made  his  Garments  clean  ! 

a  Happy  beyond  Expreflion  He,!J 

Whofe  Debts  are  thus  difcharg'd  ; 
And  from  the  guilty  Bondage  free 
He  feels  his  Soul  inlarg'd. 

5  His  Spirit  hates  Deceit  and  Lies, 
His  Words  are  all  fincere  ; 
He  guards  his  Heart,  he  guards  his  Eyes, 
To  keep  his  Conscience  clear. 

4  While  I  my  inward  Guilt  fuppreft 

No  Quiet  could  I  find  ; 
Thy  Wrath  lay  burning  in  my  Breaft, 
And  rack'd  my  tortur'd  Mind. 

5  Then  I  confefs'd  my  troubled  Thoughts, 

My  fecret  Sins  reveal'd ; 
Thy  pardoning  Grace  forgave  my  Faults, 
Thy  Grace  my  Pardon  leal'd. 

4  This  fliall  invite  thy  Saints  to  pray  ; 
When  like  a  raging  Flood 
Temptations  rife,  our  Strength  and  Stay 
Is  a  forgiying  God. 
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Psalm  XXXII.     Firft  Part.     Long  Metre. 

Repentance  and  Free  Pardon)  or,  Juflification   and 
San&ifi 'cation. 

Left  is  the  Man,  for  ever  bleft, 
Whofe  Guilt  is  pardon'd  by  his  God, 
Whofe  Sins  with  Sorrow  are  confefs'd, 
And  covered  with  his  Saviour's  Blood. 

z  Bleft  is  the  Man  to  whom  the  Lord 
Imputes  not  his  Iniquities, 
He  pleads  no  Merit  of  Reward, 
And  not  on  Works,  but  Grace  relies. 

5  Fiom  Guile  his  Heart  and  Lips  are  free, 
His  humble  Joy,  his  holy  Fear 
With  deep  Repentance  well  agree, 
And  join  to  prove  his  Faith  fincere. 

4.  How  Glorious  is  that  Righteoufnefs 
That  hides  and  cancels  all  his  Sins  !  * 
"While  a  bright  Evidence  of  Grace 
Thro*  his  whole  Life  appears  and  fhines. 

Psalm  XXXII.     Second  Part.     Long  Metre. 
A  Guilty  Conference  eas'dby  Confejjion  and  Pur  don. 

I   X  7f  7Hile  I  keep  Silence  and  conceal 
V  V     My  heavy  Guilt  within  my  Heart, 
What  Torments  doth  my  Confcience  feel ! 
What  Agonies  of  inward  Smart  I 

2.  I  fpread  my  Sins  before  the  Lord, 
And  all  my  fecret  Faulrs  confefs ; 
Thy  Gofpel  fpeaks  a  pard  ning  Word, 
Thine  holy  Spirit  feals  the  Grace. 

3  For  this  fhall  every  humble  Soul 
Make  fvvift  Addrefles  to  thy  Seat ; 
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When  Floods  of  huge  Temptations  roll, 
There  fhall  they  find  a  Weft  Retreat. 

4  How  fafe  beneath  thy  Wings  I  lie, 

When  Days  grow  dark  and  Storms  appear ! 
And  when  I  walk,  thy  watchful  Eye 
Shall  guide  me  fafe  from  every  Snare, 

Psalm  XXXIIL    Fir  ft  Part.    Common  Metre, 

Works  of  Creation  and  Providence. 
i  T)   Ejoice,  ye  Righteous,  in  the  Lord, 
JLV.     This  Work  belongs  to  you: 
Sing  of  his  Name,  his  Ways,  his  Word, 
How  holy,  juft  and  true  ! 

ft  His  Mercy  and  his  Rightcoufnefs 
Let  Heaven  and  Earth  proclaim  ; 
His  Works  of  Nature  and  of  Grace 
Reveal  his  wondrous  Name. 

3  His  Wifdom  and  Almighty  Word 

The  Heavenly  Arches  fpread  ; 
And  by  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord 
Their  fhining  Hofts  were  made. 

4  He  bid  the  Liquid  Waters  flow 

To  their  appointed  Deep  ; 
The  flowing  Seas  their  Limits  know, 
And  their  own  Station  keep. 

5  Ye  Tenants  of  the  fpacious  Earth, 

With  Fear  before  him  ftand  ; 
He  fpake  ;  and  Nature  took  its  Birth, 
And  refts  on  his  Command. 

6  Ke  fcorns  the  angry  Nations  Rage, 

And  breaks  their  vain  Defigns; 
Kis  Counfel  ftands  thro'  every  age, 
And  in  full  Glory  Ihines. 
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Psalm  XXXIII.    Second  Part.     Common  Merre. 
Creatures  vain,  and  God  AU-fuflicient. 

1  "DLeft  is  the  Nation  where  the  Lord 
[J     Hath  fix'd  his  gracious  Throne  ; 

Where  he  reveals  his  heavenly  Word, 
And  calls  their  Tribes  his  own. 

2  His  Eye  with  infinite  Survey 

Does  the  whole  World  behold  ; 
He  form'd  ws  all  of  equal  Clay 
And  knows  our  feeble  Mould. 

3  Kings  are  not  refcu'd  by  the  force 

Of  Armies  from  the  Grave  ; 
Nor  Speed  nor  Courage  of  an  Horfc 
Can  the  bold  Rider  fave. 

4  Vain  is  the  ftrength  of  Beafts  or  Men 

To  hope  for  Safety  thence  ; 

But  holy  Souls  from  God  obtain 

A  ftrong  and  fure  Defence. 

5  God  is  their  Fear,  and  God  their  Truft  ; 

When  Plagues  or  Famine  fpread, 
His  watchful  Eye  fecures  the  Juft 
Among  ten  thoufand  Dead. 

Lord,  let  our  Hearts  in  thee  rejoice, 

And  blefs  us  from  thy  Throne  ; 
For  we  have  made  thy  Word  our  Choice, 

And  truft  thy  Grace  alone. 

Psalm  XXXIII.     As  the  1 13th  Pf.     Firfl  Part. 

Works  of  Creation  and  Providence. 
1  ^V^E  holy  Souls  in  God  rejoice, 

X    Your  Maker's  Praife  becomes  your  Voice  ; 
Great  is  your  Theme,  your  Songs  be  new  : 
Sing  of  his  Name,  his  Word,  his  Ways, 
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His  Works  of  Nature  and  of  Grace, 
How  wife  and  holy,  juft  and  true  ! 

2.  Juftice  and  Truth  he  ever  loves, 

And  the  whole  Earth  his  Goodnefs  proves, 

His  Word  the  heavenly  Arches  fpread  ; 
How  wide  they  fhine  from  North  to  South  I 
And  by  the  Spirit  of  his  Mouth 

Were  all  the  Starry  Armies  made. 

5  He  gathers  the  wide  flowing  Seas, 
Thofe  watry  Treafures  know  their  Place 

In  the  vail:  Store-houfe  of  the  Deep, 
He  fpake,  and  gave  all  Nature  Birth  ; 
And  Fires,  and  6eas,  and  Heaven,  and  Earth 

His  everlafting  Orders  keep. 

4  Let  Mortals  tremble  and  adore 
A  God  of  fuch  refiftlefs  Power, 

Nor  dare  indulge  their  feeble  Rage  : 
Vain  are  your  Thoughts,  and  weak  your  Hands  ; 
But  his  eternal  Counfel  Hands, 

And  rules  the  World  from  Age  to  Age. 

Psalm  XXXIII.     As  the  1 1 3th  Pf.     Second  latt 

Creatures  vain,  and  God  All-fufficient* 
i   (~^\  Happy  Nation,  where  the  Lord 
V^  Reveals  the  Treafure  of  his  Word 

And  builds  his  Church,  his  Earthly  Throne  ! 
His  Eye  the  Heathen  World  furveys, 
He  form'd  their  Hearts,  he  knows  their  ways 
But  God  their  Maker  is  unknown. 

2.  Let  Kings  rely  upon  their  Hoft,* 

And  of  his  Strength  the  Champion  boaft  ; 

In  vain  they  boaft,  in  vain  rely  ; 
In  vain  we  truil  the  brutal  Force, 
Or  Speed,  or  Courage  of  a  Horfe, 

I  c  guard  hi$  Rider  or  to  fly.  3  Tl 
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3  The  Eye  of  thy  Companion,  Lord, 
Doth  more  fee u re  Defence  afford 

When  Deaths  or  Dangers  threatning  ftand 
Thy  watchful  Eye  preferves  the  Juit, 
Who  make  thy  Name  their  Fear  and  Truft, 

When  Wars  or  Famine  wafte  the  Land. 

4  In  Sicknefs  or  the  bloody  Field, 
Thou  our  Phyfician,  Thou  our  Shield, 

Send  us  Salvation  from  thy  Throne  ; 
We  waif  to  fee  thy  Goodnefs  fhine  ; 
Let  us  rejoice  in  Help  Divine, 

For  all  our  Hope  is  God  alone. 

Psalm  XXXIV.     Firft  Part.     Long  Metre. 
God's  Care  of  the  Saints  \  or,  Deliverance  by  Prayer* 

1  1      Ord,  I  will  blefs  thee  all  my  Days, 

I    j  Thy  Praife  fhal4  dwell  upon  my  Tongue  ; 
My  Soul  fhall  glory  in  thy  Grace, 
While  Saints  rejoice  to  hear  the  Song. 

2  Come,  magnify  the  Lord  with  me, 
Come,  let  us  all  exalt  his  Name  ; 

I  fought  ths  Eternal  God,  and  He     . 
Has  not  expos'd  my  Hope  to  fhame. 

3  I  told  him  all  my  fecret  Grief, 

My  fecret  Groaning  reach'd  his  Ears ; 
He  gave  my  inward  Pains  relief, 
And  calm'd  the  Tumult  of  my  Fears. 

4  To  him  the  Poor  lift  up  their  Eyes, 
Their  Faces  feel  the  heavenly  Shine  ; 
A  Beam  of  Mercy  from  the  Skies 
Fills  them  with  Light  and  Joy  Divine. 

5  His  holy  Angels  pitch  their  Tents 
Around  rhe  Men  that  ferve  the  Lord. 
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O  fear  and  love  him,  all  his  Saints, 
Tafte  of  his  Grace  and  truft  his  Word. 

6  The  wild  young  Lions  pinch'd  with  Pain 
And  Hunger  roar  thro*  all  the  Wood, 
But  none  fhall  feek  the  Lord  in  vain, 
Nor  want  Supplies  of  real  Good. 

Psalm  XXXIV.     1 1 — zz.     Second  Part. 

Long  Metre. 

Religious  Education  ;  or,  InJlruBionS  of  Piefy. 

i    /^>Hildren  in  Years,  and  Knowledge  young, 
\^  Your  Parents  Hope,  your  Parents  Joy 
Attend  the  Counfels  of  my  Tongue, 
Let  pious  Thoughts  your  Minds  imploy. 

2,  If  you  defire  a  Length  of  "Days, 
And  Peace  to  crown  your  mortal  State, 
Reftrain  your  Feet  from  impious  Ways, 
Your  Lips  from  Slander  and  Deceit, 

5  The  Eyes  of  God  regard  his  Saints, 
His  Ears  are  open  to  their  Cries ; 
He  fets  his  frowning  Face  againft 
The  Sons  of  Violence  and  Lies. 

4  To  humble  Souls  and  broken  Hearts 
God  with  his  Grace  is  ever  nigh  ; 
Pardon  and  Hope  his  Love  imparts 
When  Men  in  deep  Contrition  lye. 

5  He  tells  their  Tears,  he  counts  their  Groans, 
His  Son  redeems  their  Sou4s  from  Death  ; 
His  Spirit  heals  their  broken  Bones, 

They  in  his  Praife  employ  their  Breath. 

Psalm 
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Psalm  XXXIV.     i 10.    Firft  Part. 

Common  Metre. 
Prayer  and  Pr/nfe  for  eminent  Dtlfoerance. 
1   TXL  blefs  the  Lord  from  Day  to  Day  ; 
X     How  good  are  all  'his  Ways  ? 
Ye  humble  Souls  that  ufe  to  pray, 
Come,  help  my  Lips  to  praife. 

1  Sing  to  the  Honour  of  his  Name, 
How  a  poor  Sufferer  cry'd, 
Nor  was  his  Hope  expos'd  to  fhame, 
Nor  was  his  Suit  deny'd. 

3  When  threatning  Sorrows  round  me  ftoo^ 

And  endlefs  Fears  arofe, 
Like  the  loud  Billows  of  a  Flood, 
Redoubling  all  my  Woes  ; 

4  I  told  the  Lord  my  fore  Diftrefs, 

With  heavy  Groans  and  Tears, 
He  gave  my  fharpeft  Torments  Eafe, 
And  filenc'd  all  my  Fears. 

Pause. 

5  [O  Sinners,  come  and  tafte  his  Love, 

Come,  learn  his  pleafant  Ways, 
And  let  your  own  Experience  prove 
The  Sweetnefs  of  his  Grace. 

6  He  bids  his  Angels  pitch  their  Tents 

Round  where  his  Children  dwell ; 
What  Ills  their  heavenly  Care  prevents 
No  Earthly  Tongue  can  tell] 

7  [O  love  the  Lord,  ye  Saints  of  his; 

His  Eye  regards  the  Juft  ; 
How  richly  bleft  their  Portion  is 
Who  make  the  Lord  their  Truft  ! 
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8  Young  Lions  pinch'd  with  Hunger  roar, 
And  famifh  in  the  Wood  ; 
But  God  fupplies  his  holy  Poor 
Wi:h  every  needful  Good.] 

Psalm  XXXIV.     ii 22.     Second  Part. 

Common  Metre. 
Exhortations  to  Peace  andHolinefs* 

i    /^Ome,  Children,  learn  to  fear  the  Lord  : 
\^j     And  that  your  Days  be  long, 
Let  not  a  falfe  or  fpiteful  Word 
Be  found  upon  your  Tongue. 

2  Depart  from  Mifchief,  pra&ife  Love, 

Purfue  the  Works  of  Peace  ; 
$0  fhall  the  Lord  your  ways  approve, 
And  fet  your  Souls  at  Eafe. 

3  His  Eyes  awake  to  guard  the  Juft, 

His  Ears  attend  their  Cry  ; 
When  broken  Spirits  dwell  in  Duft, 
The  God  of  Grace  is  nigh. 

4  What  tho'  the  Sorrows  here  they  tafte 

Are  fharp  and  tedious  too, 
The  Lord,  who  faves  them  all  at  laft, 
Is  their  Supporter  now. 

5  Evil  fball  fmite  the  wicked  Dead  ; 

But  God  fecurcs  his  own, 
Prevents  the  Mifchief  when  they  Aide, 
Or  heals  the  broken  Bone. 

6  When  Defolation  like  a  Flood 

O'er  the  proud  Sinner  rolls, 
Saints  find  a  Refuge  in  their  God, 
For  he  redeem'd  their  Souls. 

Psalm 
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Psalm  XXXV.     i 9.     Firft  Part. 

Prayer  and  Faith  of  perfecuted  Saints  ;  or,  Impreca- 
tions mix'd  with  Charity. 

1  X  TOW  plead  my  Caufe,  Almighty  God, 
lN      With  all  the  Sons  of  Strife  ; 

And  fight  againft  the  Men  of  Blood 
Who  fight  againft  my  Life. 

2  .Draw  out  thy  Spear  and  flop  their  way, 

Li^t  thine  avenging  Rod  ; 
But  to  my  Soul  in  Mercy  fay, 
"  /  am  thy  Saviour-God. 

3  They  plant  their  Snares  to  catch  my  Feet, 

And  Nets  of  Mifchief  fpread  ; 
Plunge  the  Deftroyers  in  the  Pit 
That  their  own  Hands  have  made, 

4  Let  Fogsand Darknefs  hide  their  way, 

And  flippery  be  their  Ground  ; 
Thy  Wrath  fhall  make  their  Lives  a  Prey, 
And  all  their  Rage  confound. 

5  They  fly  like  Chaff  before  the  Wind, 

Before  thine  angry  Breath  ; 
The  Angel  of  the  Lord  behind 
Purfues  them  down  to  Death. 

6  They  love  the  Road  that  leads  to  Hell ; 

Then  let  the  Rebels  dye, 
Whofe  Malice  is  implacable 
Againft  the  Lord  on  high. 

7  But  if  Thou  haft  a  chofen  few 

Amongft  that  impious  Race, 
Divide  them  from  the  bloody  Crew 
By  thy  furprifing  Grace. 
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8*  Then  will  I  raife  my  tuneful  Voice 
To  make  thy  Wonders  known  ; 
In  their  Salvation  I'll  rejoice, 
And  blefs  thee  for  my  own. 

Psalm  XXXV.     Ver.  12,  13,  14.     Second  Vart. 

hove  to  Emmies ;  or,  the  Love  of  Chrift  to  Sinners 

typify* d  in  David. 

1  T)Ehold  the  Love,  the  generous  Love 
I)     That  holy  David  fhows  ; 
Hark,  how  his  founding  Bowels  move 
To  his  afflifted  Foes  ! 

i  When  they  are  fick,  his  Soul  complains, 
And  feems  to  feel  the  Smart ; 
The  Spirit  of  the  Gofpel  reigns, 
And  melts  his  pious  Heart. 

3  How  did  his  flowing  Tears  condole 
As  for  a  Brother  dead  ! 
And  fafting  mortify 'd  his  Soul, 
While  for  their  Life  he  pray'd. 

,  4  They  groan'd  ;  and  curft  him  on  their  Bed, 
Yet  ftill  he  pleads  and  mourns  ; 
And  double  BleflGngs  on  his  Head 
The  righteous  God  returns. 

5  O  glorious  Type  of  heavenly  Grace  I 

Thus  Chrift  the  Lord  appears ; 
While  Sinners  curfe,  the  Saviour  prays, 
And  pities  them  with  Tears. 

6  He  the  true  David^  IfraeVs  King, 

BleftandBelov'dofGod, 
To  fave  us  Rebels  dead*  in  Sin 
Pay'd  his  own  deareft  Blood. 
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Psalm  XXXVI.     5—9.     Long  Metre. 

The  Perfections  and  Providence   of  God;  or,  General 

Providence  And  Special  Grace, 

1  T  TIgh  in  the  Heavens,  Eternal  God, 
J[   ±  Thy  Goodnefs  in  full  Glory  fhines ; 
Thy  Truth  (hall  break  thro*  every  Cloud 
That  vails  and  darkens  thy  Defigns. 

2  For  ever  firm  thy  Juftice  (lands, 
As  Mountains  their  Foundations  keep  ; 
"Wife  are  the  Wonders  of  thy  Hands  ; 
Thy  Judgments  are  a  mighty  Deep. 

3  Thy  Providence  is  kind  and  large, 
Both  Man  and  Beaft  thy  Bounty  (hare  ; 
The  whole  Creation  is  thy  Charge, 
But  Saints  are  thy  peculiar  Care. 

4  My  God  !  how  excellent  thy  Grace  ; 
Whence  all  our  Hope  and  Comfort  Springs  ! 
The  Sons  of  Adam  in  Diftrefs 
Fly  to  the  Shadow  of  thy  Wings. 

5  From  the  Provifions  of  thy  Houfe 
We  fhall  be  fed  with  fweet  Repaft  , 
There  Mercy  like  a  River  flows, 
And  brings  Salvation  to  our  Tafte. 

<>  Life  like  a  Fountain  rich  and  free 
Springs  from  the  Prefence  of  my  Lord  ; 
And  in  thy  Light  our  Souls  fhall  fee 
The  Glories  promis'd  in  thy  Word. 

Psalm  XXXVI.     Ver.  1,2,  5,6,7,9.     Com.  Metre. 
Praftical  Atheifm  exposed ;  or,  the  Beings  and  Attri- 
butes of  God  afferted. 
1    \j\7Hile  Men  grow  bold  in  wicked  Ways, 
\  V      And  vet  a  God  they  own, 

My 
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My  Heart  within  me  often  fays, 

"  Their  Thoughts  believe  there's  none* 

2  Their  Thoughts  and  Ways  at  once  declare 

(What  e'er  their  Lips  profefs) 
God  hath  no  Wrath  for  them  to  fear, 
Nor  will  they  feek  his  Grace. 

3  What  ftrange  Self-flattery  blinds  their  Eyes  ! 

But  there's  a  haftning  Hour 
When  they  fhall  fee  with  fore  Surprize 
The  Terrors  of  thy  Power. 

4  Thy  Juftice  fhall  maintain  its  Throne, 

Tho'  Mountains  melt  away  ; 
Thy  Judgments  are  a  World  unknown, 
A  deep  unfathom'd  Sea. 

5  Above  thefe  Heavens  created  Rounds 

Thy  Mercies,  Lord,  extend  ; 
Thy  Truth  out-lives  the  narrow  Bounds 
Where  Time  and  Nature  end. 

6  Safety  to  Man  thy  Goodnefs  brings, 

Nor  overlooks  the  Beaft  ; 
Beneath  the  Shadow  of  thy  Wings 
Thy  Children  chufe  to  reft. 

7  [From  thee,  when  Creature-ftreams  run  low 

And  mortal  Comforts  die, 
Perpetual  Springs  of  Life  fhall  flow, 
And  raife  our  Pleafures  high. 

S  Tho*  all  created  Light  decay, 
And  Death  clofe  up  our  Eyes, 
Thy  Prefence  makes  eternal  Day 
Where  Clouds  can  never  rife. 
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Psalm   XXXVI.     1—7.    Short  Metre. 

*TheWickednefs   of  Many  and  the  Majefly  cf  God; 

or,  Praftical  Atheifm  expos'd. 

1  \T7Hen  Man  grows  bold  in  Sin, 

VV    My  Heart  within  me  cries, 
M  He  hath  no  Faith  of  God  within, 
"  Nor  Fear  before  his  Eyes. 

2  [He  walks  a  while  conceal'd 
In  a  Selffl^tt'ring  Dream, 

Till  his  dark  Crimes  at  once  reveal'd 
Expofe  his  hateful  Name.] 

3  His  Heart  is  falfe  and  foul, 

His  Words  are  fmooth  and  fair  ; 
Wifdom  is  banifh'd  from  his  Soul, 
And  leaves  no  Goodnefs  there. 

4  He  plots  upon  his  Bed 
New  Mifchiefs  to  fulfil ; 

He  fets  his  Heart,  and  Hand,  and  Head 
To  pra&ife  all  that's  ill. 

5  But  there's  a  dreadful  God 
Tho'  Men  renounce  his  Fear ; 

His  Juftice  hid  behind  the  Cloud 
Shall  one  great  Day  appear. 

6  His  Truth  tranfcends  the  Sky, 
In  Heaven  his  Mercies  dwell ; 

Deep  as  the  Sea  his  Judgments  lie, 
His  Anger  burns  to  Hell. 

7  How  excellent  his  Love, 
Whence  all  our  Safety  fprings! 

O  never  let  my  Soul  remove 
From  underneath  his  Wings, 
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Psaim  XXX VH.     I— 1 5.     Firft  Tart. 
The  Cure  of  Envyy  Fretfulnefs  and Unbelief ;  or,  The 
Rewards  of  the  Righteous  and  the  Wicked;  or,  The 
World's  Hatred  and  the  Saints  Patience. 

1  \AJ  H  Y  Should  I  vex  my  Soul,  and  fret 
W      To  fee  the  Wicked  rife  1 
Or  envy  Sinners  waxing  great 
By  Violence  and  Lies  ? 

1  Asflowry  Grafs  cut  down  at  Noon, 
Before  the  Evening  fades, 
So  fhall  their  Glories  vanifh  foon 
In  everlafting  Shades. 

3  Then  let  me  make  the  Lord  my  Truft, 

And  pra&ife  all  that's  Good  ; 

So  fhall  I  dwell  amongft  the  Jufr, 

And  He'll  provide  me  Food. 

4  I  to  my  God  my  Ways  commit, 

And  cheerful  wait  his  Will ; 
Thy  Hand,  which  guides  my  doubtful  Feet, 
Shall  my  Defires  fulfil. 

5  Mine  Innocence  fhalt  Thou  difplay, 

And  make  thy  Judgments  known, 
Fair  as  the  Light  of  dawning  Day, 
And  glorious  as  the  Noon; 

6  The  Meek  at  laft  the  Earth  poflefi, 

They  are  the  Heirs  of  Heav'n  ; 
True  Riches  with  abundant  Peace 
To  humble  Souls  are  giv'n. 

Pause. 

7  Reft  in  the  Lord  and  keep  his  Way, 

Nor  let  your  Anger  rife 
Tho'  Providence  fhould  long  delay 
To  punilh  haughty  Vice*  S  Let 
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8  Let  Sinners  join  to  break  your  Peace, 

And  plot,  and  rage,  and  foam  ; 

The  Lord  derides  them,  for  he  fees 

Their  Day  of  Vengeance  come. 

9  They  have  drawn  out  the  threatning  Sword, 

Have  bent  the  murd'rous  Bow, 
To  flay  the  Men  that  fear  the  Lord 
And  bring  the  Righteous  low. 

10  My  God  fhall  break  their  Bows,  and  bum 

Their  perfecuting  Darts, 
Shall  their  own  Swords  againft  them  turn: 
And  Pain  furprize  their  Hearts. 

Psalm  XXXVII.   itf,  2 1,  26—3 1 .  Second  Part. 
Charity  to  the  Poor  ;  or,  Religion  in  Words  and  Deeds* 
1  \\J  H  Y  do  the  wealthy  Wicked  boaft, 
Y  V      And  grow  profanely  bold  ? 
The  meaneft  Portion  of  the  Juft 
Excels  the  Sinner's  Gold. 

1  The  Wicked  borrows  of  his  Friends 
But  ne'er  defigns  to  pay  ; 
The  Saint  is  merciful  and  lends, 
Nor  turns  the  Poor  away. 

3  His  Alms  with  liberal  Heart  he  gives 

Amongft  the  Sons  of  Need  ; 
His  Memory  to  long  Ages  lives, 
And  blefled  is  his  Seed. 

4  His  Lips  abhor  to  talk  profane, 

To  flander  or  defraud  ; 
His  ready  Tongue  declares  to  Men 
What  he  has  learn 'd  of  God. 

5  The  Law  and  Gofpel  of  the  Lord 

Deep  in  his  Heart  abide ; 

Led 
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Led  by  the  Spirit  and  the  Word, 
His  Feet  fhall  never  Aide. 

6  When  Sinners  fall  the  Righteous  ftand, 
Preferv'd  from  every  Snare  ; 
They  fhall  poffefs  the  promis'd  Land, 
And  dwell  for  ever  there. 

Psalm  XXXVII.     23—37.     Third  Part. 
The  Way  and  End  of  the  Righteous  and  Wicked. 

1  "\  \  Y  God,  the  Steps  of  pious  Men 
IVJL     Are  ordered  by  thy  Will ; 
Tho*  they  fhould  fall  they  rife  again, 

Thy  Hand  fupports  them  ftill. 

2  The  Lord  delights  to  fee  their  Ways, 

Their  Virtue  he  approves  ; 
He'll  ne'er  deprive  them  of  his  Grace,  • 
Nor  leave  the  Men  he  loves. 

3  The  heavenly  Heritage  is  theifs, 

Their  Portion  and  their  Home  ; 
He  feeds  them  now,  and  makes  them  Heirs 
Of  Bleffings  long  to  come. 

4  Wait  on  the  Lord,  ye  Sons  of  Men, 

Nor  fear  when  Tyrants  frown  ; 

Ye  fhall  confefs  their  Pride  was  vain 

When  Juftice  cafts  them  down. 

Pause. 

5  The  haughty  Sinner  have  1  feen 

Nor  fearing  Man  nor  God, 
Like  a  tall  Bay-Tree  fair  and  green,1 
Spreading  his  Arms  abroad. 

6  And  lo,  he  vanifh'd  from  the  Ground, 

Deftroy'd  by  Hands  unfeen ; 

Nor 
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Nor  Root,  nor  Branch,  nor  Leaf  was  found 
Where  all  that  Pride  had  been. 

1  But  mark  the  Man  of  Righteoufnefs, 
Hisfeveral  Steps  attend  ; 
True  Pleafure  runs  thro'  all  his  Ways, 
And  peaceful  is  his  End. 

Psalm  XXXVIII. 

Guilt  of  Conference  and  Relief  \    or,  Repentance  And 

Prayer  for  Pardon  and  Health. 

1  A   Midft  thy  Wrath  remember  Love, 
j[\     Reftore  thy  Servant,  Lord  ; 
Nor  let  a  Father's  Chaftening  pro.ve 

Like  an  Avenger's  Sword, 

2  Thine  Arrows  (tick  within  my  Heart, 

My  Flefh  is  forely  preft  ; 
Between  the  Sorrow  and  the  Smart 
My  Spirit  finds  no  Reft. 

3  My  Sins  a  heavy  Load  appear, 

And  o'er  my  Head  are  gone  ; 
Too  heavy  they  for  me  to  bear, 
Too  hard  for  me  t'atone. 

4  My  Thoughts  are  like  a  troubled  Sea, 

My  Head  ftill  bending  down  ; 
And  I  go  mourning  all  the  Day 
Beneath  my  Father's  Frown. 

5  Lord,  I  am  wqak  and  broken  fore, 

None  of  my  Pow'rs  are  whole  ; 
The  inward  Anguifti  makes  me  roar, 
The  Anguiih  of  my  Soul.. 

6  All  my  Defire  to  Thee  is  known, 

Thine  Eye  counts  every  Tear, 
And  every  Sigh,  and  every  Groan 

Is  notie'd  by  thine  Ear,  7  Thou 
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7  Thou  art  my  God,  my  only  Hope  , 

My  God  will  hear  my  Cry, 

My  God  will  bear  my  Spirit  up 

When  Satan  bids  me  die. 

8  [My  Foot  is  ever  apt  to  Aide, 

My  Foes  rejoice  to  fee't ; 
They  raife  their  Pleafure  and  their  Pride 
When  they  fupplant  my  Feet. 

9  But  I'll  confefs  my  Guilt  to  Thee, 

And  grieve  for  all  my  Sin  : 
I'll  mourn,  how  weak  my  Graces  be, 
And  beg  Support  Divine. 

io  My  God,  forgive  my  Follies  paft, 
And  be  for  ever  nigh  ; 
O  Lord  of  my  Salvation,  hafte 
Before  thy  Servant  die.] 

Psalm  XXXIX.     i,  2,  3.    Erft  Part. 

WaUhfulnefs   over   the  'Tongue ;    or,  Prudence  and 

Zeal, 

I  ^T^Hus  I  refolv'd  before  the  Lord, 
X      "  Now  will  I  watch  my  Tongue, 
"  Left  I  let  flip  one  finful  Word, 
41  Or  do  my  Neighbour  Wrong, 

l  And  if  I'm  e'er  conftrain'd  to  fray 
With  Men  of  Lives  profane, 
Til  fet  a  double  Guard  that  Day, 
Nor  let  my  Talk  be  vain. 

3  I'll  fcarce  allow  my  Lips  to  fpeak 

The  pious  Thoughts  I  feel, 
;  Left  Scoffers  fhould  th'  Occafion  take 
To  mock  my  holy  Zeal. 

4  Yet 
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4  Yet  if  fome  proper  Hour  appear, 
I'll  nor  be  over-aw'd, 
But  let  the  fcoffing  Sinners  hear 
That  we  can  Ipeak  for  God. 

Psalm  XXXIX.     4,  5,  6,  7.    Second  Part 
'The  Vanity  of  Man  as  Mortal* 

1  nr^Each  me  the  Meafure  of  my  Days, 
X       Thou  Maker  of  my  Frame  ; 

I  would  furvey  Life's  narrow  Space, 
And  learn  how  frail  I  am. 

2  A  Span  is  all  that  we  can  boaft, 

An  Inch  or  two  of  Time  ; 
Wan  is  but  Vanity  and  Duft 
In  all  his  Flower  and  Prime. 

3  See  the  vain  Race  of  Mortals  move 

Like  Shadows  o'er  the  Plain, 
They  r3ge  and  ftrive,  defire  and  love, 
But  all  the  Noife  is  vain. 

4  Some  walk  in  Honour's  gaudy  Show, 

Some  dig  for  golden  Oar, 
They  toil  for  Heirs  they  know  not  who, 
And  {trait  are  feen  no  more. 

5  What  fliould  I  wiih  or  wait  for  then 

From  Creatures,  Earth  and  Dult  1 
They  make  our  Expectations  vain, 
And  difappoint  our  Truft. 

6  Now  I  forbid  my  Carnal  Hope, 

My  fond  Defires  recall ; 
I  give  my  Mortal  Intereft  up, 
And  make  my  God  my  AH. 

Psalm 


84  Psalm?. 

Psalm  XXXIX.     9  —  1 3.     'Third  Tart. 
Sick-Bed  Ve  otion  ',  or,  Pleading  without  Refining* 

1  />OD  of  my  Life,  look  gently  down, 
V  JT    Behold  the  Pains  I  feel ; 

But  I  am  dumb  before  thy  Throne, 
Nor  dare  difpute  thy  Will. 

2  Difeafes  are  thy  Servants,  Lord, 

They  come  at  thy  Command  ;' 
1*11  not  attempt  a  murmuring  Word 
Againft  thy  chaft'ning  Hand. 

3  Yet  I  may  plead  with  humble  Cries, 

Remove  thy  fharp  Rebukes  ; 
My  Strength  confumes,  my  Spirit  dies 
Thro'  thy  repeated  Stro&es. 

4  Crufh'd  as  a  Moth  beneath  thy  Hand 

We  moulder  to  the  Duft ; 
Our  feeble  Powers  can  ne'er  withftand, 
And  all  our  Beauty's  loft, 

5  [This  Mortal  Life  decays  apace, 

How  foon  the  Bubble's  broke  ! 
Adam  and  all  his  numerous  Race 
Are  Vanity  and  Smoke.] 

6  I'm  but  a  Sojourner  below 

As  all  my  Fathers  were  ; 
May  I  be  well  prepared  to  go 
When  I  the  Summons  hear ! 

7  But  if  my  Life  be  fpar'd  a  while 

Before  my  laft  Remove, 
Thy  Praife  fhall  be  my  Bufinefs  (till, 
And  I'll  declare  thy  Love. 

Psalm 
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Psalm  XL.  1,2,3,5,17.     Firfi  Part.     Com.  Met. 
A  Song  of  Deliver ance  from  great  Viftrefi. 

1  T  Waited  patient  for  the  Lord, 
J.     He  bow'd  to  hear  my  Cry  ; 
He  faw  me  refting  on  his  Word, 
And  brought  Salvation  nigh. 

2  He  raisM  me  from  a  horrid  Pit 

Where  mourning  long  I  lay, 
And  from  my  Bonds  releas'd  my  Feet, 
Deep  Bonds  of  miry  Clay. 

3  Firm  on  a  Rock  he  made  me  ftand, 

And  taught  my  chearful  Tongue 
To  praife  the  Wonders  of  his  Hand 
In  a  new  thankful  Song. 

4  1*11  fpread  his  Works  of  Grace  abroad  ; 

The  Saints  with  Joy  {hall  hear, 
And  Sinners  learn  to  make  my  God 
Their  only  Hope  and  Fear. 

5  How  many  are  thy  Thoughts  of  Love  ! 

Thy  Mercies,  Lord,  how  great ! 
We  have  not  Words  nor  Hours  enough 
Their  Numbers  to  repeat. 

6  When  I'm  affli&ed,  poor  and  low, 

And  Light  and  Peace  depart, 
My  God  beholds  my  heavy  Woe, 
And  bears  me  on  his  Heart. 

Psalm  XL.     6 — 9.     Second  Part.     Com.  Met. 

Ike  Incarnation  and  Sacrifice  of  Chrift. 
1   T^Hus  faith  the  Lord,  "  Your  Work  is  vain, 
X       u  Give  your  Burnt-Offerings  o'er, 
li  In  dying  Goats  and  Bullocks  flain 
41  My  Soul  delights  no  more. 

2  Then 
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2  Then  fpake  the  Saviour,  "  Lo  I'm  here, 

"  My  God,  to  do  thy  Will ; 
<l  What  e'er  thy  facred  Books  declare 
"  Thy  Servant  fhall  fulfill. 

3  "  Thy  Law  is  ever  in  my  Sight, 

"  I  keep  it  near  my  Heart ; 
"  Mine  Ears  are  opend  with  Delight 
"  To  what  thy  Lips  impart. 

4  And  fee,  the  bleft  Redeemer  comes, 

Th'  Eternal  Son  appears, 
And  at  th'  appointed  Time  affumes 
The  Body  God  prepares. 

5  Much  he  reveal'd  his  Father's  Grace, 

And  much  his  Truth  he  fhew'd. 
And  preach'd  the  Way  of  Righteoufnefs 
Where  great  Aflemblies  flood. 

4  His  Father's  Honour  touch'd  his  Heart, 
He  pity'd  Sinners  Cries, 
And  to  fulfil  a  Saviour's  part 
Was  made  a  Sacrifice. 

Pa  us  -£• 

7  No  Blood  of  Beafts  on  Altars  fhed 

Could  wafh  the  Confcience  clean* 
But  the  rich  Sacrifice  he  paid 
Atones  for  all  our  Sin. 

8  Then  was  the  great  Salvation  fpread, 

And  Satan  s  Kingdom  fhook  ; 
Thus  by  the  Woman's  promis'd  Seed 
The  Serpent's  Head  was  broke. 
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Psalm    XL.     5—10.    Long  Metre. 
Chrift  our  Sacrifice. 

1   HHHE  Wonders,  Lord,  Thy  Love  has  wrought 
X     Exceed  our  Praife,  furmount  our  Thought ; 
Should  I  attempt  the  long  Detail, 
My  Speech  would  faint,  my  Numbers  fail. 

%  No  Blood  of  Beafts  on  Altars  fpilt 

Can  cleanfe  the  Souls  of  Men  from  Guilt ; 
But  Thou  haft  let  before  our  Eyes 
An  All-fufficient  Sacrifice. 

3  Lo  !  thine  Eternal  Son  appears, 
To  thy  Defigns  he  bows  his  Ears, 
Affumes  a  Body  well  prepar'd, 
And  well  performs  a  Work  fo  hard. 

4  "  Behold,  I  come  Ctbe  Saviour  cri#s 
With  Love  and  Duty  in  his  Eyes) 

"  I  come  to  bear  the  heavy  Load 
"  Of  Sins,  and  do  thy  Will,  my  God. 

5  il  'Tis  written  in  thy  great  Decree, 
"  'Tis  in  thy  Book  foretold  of  Me, 
"  I  muft  fulfil  the  Saviour's  Part, 
44  And  lo  !  thy  Law  is  in  my  Heart. 

6  "  I'll  magnify  thy  holy  Law, 

4<  And  Rebels  to  Obedience  draw, 
"  When  on  my  Crofs  I'm  lifted  high, 
11  Or  to  my  Crown  above  the  Sky. 

<c  The  Spirit  fhall  defcend  and  fhow 
a  What  Thou  haft  done,  and  what  I  do  ; 
<c  The  wond'ring  World  fhall  learn  thy  Grace, 
"  Thy  Wifdom  and  thy  Righteoufnefs. 
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Psalm  XLI.     i,  2.,  3. 

Charity  to  the  Poor  ;  or,  Pity  to  the  Ajfiifted. 

1  T3Left  is  the  Man  whofe  Bowels  move, 

tj  And  melt  with  Pity  to  the  Poor, 
Whofe  Soul  by  fympathizing  Love 
Feels  what  his  fellow-Saints  endure. 

2  His  Heart  contrives  for  their  Relief 
More  Good  than  his  own  Hands  can  do  ; 
He  in  the  Time  of  general  Grief 

Shall  find  the  Lord  has  Bowels  too. 

3  His  Soul  fhall  live  fecure  on  Earth, 
With  fecret  Bleffings  on  his  Head, 

When  Drought,  and  Peftilence,  and  Dearth, 
Around  him  multiply  their  Dead. 

4  Or  if  he  languish  on  his  Couch 
God  will  pronounce  his  Sins  forgiven, 
Will  fave  him  with  a  healing  Touch, 
Or  take  his  willing  Soul  to  Heaven. 

Psalm  XLII.     i 5.     FirftPart. 

Defection  and  Hope  ;  or,  Complaint  of   Abfence  fret 
puhlick  Worjbip. 

I    T  If  7lth  earned  Longings  of  the  Mind, 
V  V      My  God,  to  Thee  I  look  ; 
So  pants  the  hunted  Hart  to  find 
And  tafte  the  cooling  Brook. 

2  When  fhall  I  fee  thy  Courts  of  Grace, 
And  meet  my  God  again  ? 
So  long  an  Abfence  from  thy  Face 
My  Heart  endures  with  Pain. 


Temptations  vex  my  weary  Soul, 
And  Tears  are  my  Repaft  ; 
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The  Foe  infulcs  without  controul, 
"  Ami  where**  your  God  at  lajl  ? 

4  'Tis  with  a  mournful  Pleafure  now 

I  think  on  antient  Days  ; 
Then  to  thy  Houfe  did  Numbers  go, 
And  all  our  Work  was  Praife. 

5  But  why,  my  Soul,  funk  down  fo  far 

Beneath  this  heavy  Load  1 
Why  do  my  Thoughts  indulge  Defpair, 
And  fin  againft  my  God  I 

6  Hope  in  the  Lord,  whofe  mighty  Hani 

Can  all  thy  Woes  remove  ; 
For  I  fhall  yet  before  him  ftand, 
And  fing  reftoring  Love, 

P  s  a  l  m   XLIL     d  — II.     Second  VarU 
Melancholy  Thoughts  reprovd  ;  or,  Hope  in  Afflictions* 

1  IV     j  Y  Spirit  finks  within  me,  Lord, 
jlVX  ^ut  *  will  call  thy  Name  to  mind, 
And  Times  of  pall:  Diftrefs  record, 
When  I  have  found  my  God  was  kind, 

2  Huge  Troubles  with  tumultuous  Noife 
Swell  like  a  Sea,  and  round  mefpread  , 
Thy  Water-fpouts  drown  all  my  Jovs, 
And  rifing  Waves  roll  o'er  my  Head. 

Yet  will  the  Lord  command  his  Love 
When  I  adclrefs  his  Throne  by  Day, 
Nor  in  the  Night  his  Grace  remove  ; 
The  Night  fhail  hear  me  fing  and  prav. 

4  I'll  caft  my  felf  before  his  Feet, 

And  fay,  "  My  God,  my  heavenly  Rock, 

"  Why  doth  thy  Love  fo  long  forget 

41  The  Soul  that  groans  beneath  thy  Stroke  ? 
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5  1*11  chide  my  Heart  that  finks  fo  low, 
Why  fhould  my  Soul  indulge  her  Grief? 
Hope  in  the  Lord,  and  praife  him  too  \ 
He  is  my  Reft,  my  fure  Relief. 

6  The  Light  and  Truth  fhall  guide  me  ftill, 
Thy  "Word  fliall  my  beft  Thoughts  employ, 
And  lead  me  to  thine  heavenly  Hill, 
My  God,  my  moft  exceeding  Joy. 

Psalm  XL1V.     i,  2,  3,  8, 15——  26. 
The  Church's  Complaint  in  Perfecution. 

1  T     O  r  d  we  have  heard  thy  Works  of  old, 

J /     Thy  Works  of  Power  and  Grace, 

When  to  our  Ears  our  Fathers  told 

The  Wonders  of  their  Days. 

2  How  thou  didft  build  thy  Churches  here, 

And  make  thy  Gofpel  known  ; 
Amongft  them  did  thine  Arm  appear, 
Thy  Light  and  Glory  fhone. 

5  In  God  they  boafted  all  the  Day, 
And  in  a  chearful  Throng 
Did  thoufands  meet  to  praife  and  pftV, 
And  Grace  was  all  their  Song. 

4  But  now  our  Souls  are  feiz'd  with  Ihame, 

1  Confufion  fills  our  Face 
To  hear  the  Enemy  blafpheme, 
And  Fools  reproach  thy  Grace. 

5  Yet  have  we  not  forgot  our  God, 

Nor  falfely  dealt  with  Heaven, 
Nor  have  our  Steps  declin'd  the  Road 
Of  Duty  thou  haft  given. 

6  Tho'  Dragons  all  around  us  roar 

With  their  definitive  Breath, 

An< 
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And  thine  own  Hand  has  bruis'd  us  fore 
Hard  by  the  Gates  of  Death. 

Pause. 

7  We  are  expos'd  all  Day  to  die 

As  Martyrs  for  thy  Caufe, 
As  Sheep  for  Slaughter  bound  we  lie 
By  fharp  and  bloody  Laws. 

8  Awake,  arife,  Almighty  Lord, 

Why  fleeps  thy  wonted  Grace  J 
Why  fhould  we  look  like  Men  abhorr'd, 
Or  baniiVd  from  thy  Face  ? 

9  Wilt  thou  for  ever  caft  us  off, 

And  frill  negleQ:  our  Cries  ? 
For  ever  hide  thine  heavenly  Love 
From  our  affii&ed  Eyes  \ 

10  Down  to  the  Dixit  our  Soul  is  bow'd, 

And  dies  upon  the  Ground  ; 
Rife  for  our  Help,  rebuke  the  Proud, 
And  all  their  Powers  confound. 

1 1  Redeem  us  from  perpetual  Shame, 
Our  Saviour  and  our  God  ; 

We  plead  the  Honours  of  thy  Name, 
The  Merits  of  thy  Blood. 

Psalm  XLV.     Short  Metre. 
The  Glory  of  Chrift,  TJje  Succefs  of  the  Gofle!,  and> 

"The  Gentile  Church. 
I    \   \  Y  Saviour  and  my  King, 

JlVjL  Thy  Beauties  are  Divine  ; 
Thy  Lips  with  Bleffings  overflow, 
And  every  Grace  is  thine. 

Now  make  thy  Glory  known, 
Gird  on  thy  dreadful  Sword, 

E  2  And 
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And  ride  tin  Majeiiy  to  fpread 
The  Conquefts  of  thy  Word. 

3  Strike  thro' thy  ftubborn  Foes, 
Or  melt  their  Hearts  t  obey, 

While  Juftice,  Meeknefs,  Grace  and  Truth 
Attend  thy  glorious  Way. 

4  Thy  Laws,  O  Gqd,  are  right ; 
Thy  Throne  (hall  everftand  ; 

And  thy  victorious  Gofpel  proves 
A  Sceptre  in;thy  Hand. 

5  TThy  Father  and  thy  God 
Hath  without  Meafure  fhed 

His  Spirit  like  a  joyful  Oil  - 
T'  anoint  thy  facred  Head.] 

6  [Behold,  at  thy  right  Hand 
The  Gentile  Church  is  feen, 

Like  a  fair  Bride  in  rich  Attire, 
And  Princes  guard  the  Qxieen.] 

7  Fair  Bride,  receive  his  Love, 
Forget  thy  Father's  Houfe  ; 

Forfake  thy  Gods,  thy  Idol-Gods, 
And  pay  thy  Lord  thy  Vows. 

8  O  let  thy  Gpdand  King 
Thy  fweeteft  Thoughts  employ  ; 

Thy  Children  fhadl  his  Honours  ling 
In  Palaces,  of  -Josr. 

Psalm  XLV>    ^Common  Metre. 
^The  Verfonal  Glories  and  Government  of  Chrift* 
5  T'LL  fpeak  the  Honours  of  my  King  ; 
X     His  Form  divinely  fair  ; 
None  of  the  Sons  of  mortal  Race 
May  with  the  Lord  compare. 

-a  Sis 
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Sweet  is  thy  Speech,  and  heavenly  Grace 

Upcn  thy  Lips  is  fhed  , 
Thy  God  with  Bleffings  infinite 

Hath  crown'd  thy  facred  Head, 

Gird  on  thy  Sword,  ti£toriovis  Pardee  ; 

Ride  with  majeftick  Sway  ; 
Thy  Terrors  fhall  (hike  thro'  thy  Fpeij 

And  make  the  World  obey. 

Thy  Throne,  OGod,  for  ever  ftands  j 

Thy  Word  of  Grace  fhall  prove 
A  peaceful  Sceptre  in  thy  Hands, 

To  rule  the  Saints  by  Love. 

Juftice  and  Truth  atfrend  thee  ftili, 

But  Mercy  is  thy  Choice  ; 
And  God,  thy  God,  thy  Soul  lhall  fill 

With  moft  peculiar  Joys* 

Psalm  XLV.   Firjl  pur/.    Long  Metre, 
'•the  Glory  of  Cbrift  and  Bower  of  Ms  Gofpeh 

NOAV  be  my  Heart  infpir'd  to  fing 
The  Glories  of  my  Saviour-King, 
Jefus  the  Lord  ;  how  heavenly  fair 
His  Form  !  how  bright  his  Beauties  are  ! 

O'er  all  the  Sons  of  humane  Race 
He  fhines  with  a  fuperior  Grace* 
Love  from  his  Lips  divinely  flows, 

And  Bleffings  all  his  State  compofe. 

j 
Drefs  thee  in  Arms,  moft  mighty  Lord, 
Gird  on  the  Terror  of  thy  Sword, 
In  Majefty  and  Glory  ride 
With  Truth  and  Meeknefs  at  thy  fide. 

:  Thine  Anger  like  a  pointed  Dart 
Shall  pierce  the  Foes  of  ftubbom  Heart ; 

L  z  G 
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Or  Words  of  Mercy  kind  and  fweet 
Shall  melt  the  Rebels  at  thy  Feet. 

5  Thy  Throne,    O  God,  for  ever  ftands, 
Grace  is  the  Sceptre  in  thy  Hands; 
Thy.  Laws  and  Works  are  juft  and  right, 
Juft  ice  and  Grace  are  thy  Delight, 

6  God,  thine  own  God,  has  richly  (hed 
His  Oil  of  Gladnefs  on  thy  Head, 
And  with  hisfacred  Spirit  bleli 

His  firft-born  Son  above  the  reft. 

Psalm  XLV.     Second  Tart.     Long  Metre. 
Chrift  and  his  Church  ;  or,  The  Myftical  Marriage, 
i   ^p  H  E  King  of  Saints,  how  fair  his  Face, 
,  J[     Adorn 'd  with  Majefty  and  Grace  1 
He  comes  with  Bleffings  from  above, 
Arui  wins  the  Nations  to  his  Love. 

i  At  his  Right-hand  our  Eyes  behold 
The  Queen  array'd  in  pureft  Gold  ; 
The  World  admires  her  heavenly  Drels, 
Her  Robe  of  Joy  and  Righteoufnefs. 

3  He  forms  her  Beauties  like  his  own, 
He  calls  and  feats  her  near  his  Throne  : 
Fair  Stranger,  let  thine  Heart  forget, 
The  Idols  of  thy  native  State. 

4  So  fhall  the  King  the  more  ffjoice 
In  thee  the  Favourite  of  his  Choice  ; 
Let  him  be  lov'd  and  yet  ador'd, 
For  He's  thy  Maker  and  thy  Lord. 

5  O  happy  Hour,  when  thou  flialt  rife 
To  his  fair  Palace  in  the  Skies, 

And  all  thy  Sons  (a  numerous  Train) 
Each  like  a  Prince  in  Glory  reign  ! 

6  Le 
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►  Let  endlefs  Honours  crown  his  Head  ; 
Let  every  Age  hisPraifes  fpread  ; 
While  we  with  chearful  Songs  approve 
The  Condefcenfions  of  his  Love. 

Psalm  XL  VI.     Fir  ft  Part. 

the  Church j   Safety  and  Triumph  among  National 

Defolations. 

i    S~>  OD  is  the  Refuge  of  his  Saints, 
VJJ  When  Storms  of  fharp  Diftrefs  invade  • 
E'er  we  can  offer  our  Complaints 
Behold  him  prefent  with  his  Aid. 

i  Let  Mountains  from  their  Seats  be  hiuTd 
Down  to  the  Deep,  and  buried  there  > 
Convulfions  (hake  the  folid  World, 
Our  Faith  fhall  never  yield  to  Fear. 

3  Loud  may  the  troubled  Ocean  roar, 
In  facred  Peace  our  Souls  abide, 
While  every  Nation,  every  Shore 
Trembles  and  dreads  the  fwellinj  Tide. 

4  There  is  a  Stream  wbofe  gentle  Flow 
Supplies  the  City  of  our  God*; 

Life,  Love  and  Joy  (till  gliding  thro', 
And  wat'ring  our  divine  Abode, 

5  That  facred  Stream,  thine  holy  Word, 
That  all  our  raging  Fear  controuls : 
Sweet  Peace  thy  Promifes  afford, 

And  give  new  Strength  to  fainting  Souls, 

Sion  enjoys  her  Monarch's  Love, 
Secure  againft  a  threat'ning  Hour  ; 
Nor  can  her  firm  Foundations  move, 
Built  on  his  Truth,  and  arm'd  with  Power, 

E  4  Psalm 
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Psalm  XLVI.     Second  Fart. 
God  fights  for  his  Church* 
i   1      E  T  Sicn  in  her  King  rejoice 

J /  Tho'  Tyrants  rage  and  Kingdoms  rife  ; 

He  utteis  his  Almighty  Voice, 

The  Nations  melt,  the  Tumult  dies/. 

%  The  Lord  of  old  for  J.tcob  fought, 
And  J- si  cob's  God  is  frill  our  Aid  ; 
Behold  the  "Works  his  Hand  has  wrought,. 
What  Defolations  He  has  made. 

X  From  Sea  to  Sea  thro*  all  the  Shores 
He  makes  the  Noife  of  Battle  ceafe  ; 
When  from  cm  high  his  Thunder  roars 
He  aws  the  trembling  World  to  Peace, 

a  He  breaks  the  Bow,  he  cuts  the  Spear, 
Chariots  he  burns  with  heavenly  Flame;. 
Keep  Silence  alj  the  Earth,  and  hear 
The  Sound  and  Glory  of  his- Name* 

c  M  Be  ftill,  andTearn  that  I  am  God, 
u  1*11  be  exalted  o'er  the  Lands, 
"  I  v/ill  be  known  and  fear'd  abroad,. 
Xi  But  ftill  my  Throne  in  Sion  ftands.. 

6  O  Lord  of  Hoft's,  Almighty  King, 
While  we  fo  near  thy  Prefence  dwells 
Our  Faith  fhall  fitfecure,  and  fing. 
Defiance  to  the  Gates  of  He  II. 

P  s  a   t  m     XLVII. 
Chrift  A  J £ ending  and  Reignl  fi 
l    (~^\  For  a  Shout  of  fa i red  joy 
V^r     To  God  the  fo  ve  re  i  gn  K  i  n  g ! 
Let  every  Land  their  Tongues  employ, 
Aad  Hymns  of  Triumph  ling. 
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X  Jefus  Our  God  afcends  on  high  ; 
His  heavenly  Guards  around 
Attend  him  rifing  thro'  the  Sky, 
With  Trumpets  joyful  Sound. 

3  While  Angels  fhout  and  praife  their  King, 

Let  Mortals  learn  their  Strains  *H 
Let  all  the  Earth  his  Honour  fing  ; 
O'er  ail  the  Earth  he  reigns. 

4  Rehearfe  his  Praife  with  Awe  profound, 

Let  Knowledge  lead  the  Song, 
Nor  mock  him  with  a  folemn  Sound' 
Upon  a  thoughtlefs  Tongue, 

5  In  Ifrael  Hood  his  antient  Throne, 

He  lov'd  that-choien  Kace, 
But  now  he  caHs  the  Woi!d  his  own, 
And  Heathens  rafte  his  Grace. 

6  The  Britiflo  Iflands  are  the  Lord's, 

There  Abraham's  God  is  known, 
While  Powers  and  Princes,  Shields  and  Sworuj 
Submit  before  his  Throne. 

Psalm  XLVIII.     i  —  $£  Fhft  Part. 
'The  Church  is  the  Honour  and  Safety  of  a  Nation,  ■ 

1  [y~>Reat  is  the  Lord  our  God, 

VJ  And  let  his  Praife  be  great ; 
He  makes  his  Churches  his  Abode, 
His  moil' delightful  Seat. 

2  Thefe  Temples  of  his  Grace, 
How  beautiful  they  (tand  2 

The  Honours  of  our  Native  Place, 
And  Bulwarks  of  cur  Lar.dO 

.3  In  Slon  God  is  known 
A  Refuge  in  Diftrefe ; 
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How  bright  has  hitSalvation  Ihonc 
Thro'  all  her  Palaces! 

4  When  Kings  againft  her  join'd, 
And  faw  the  Lord  was  there,s 

In  wild  Confufion  of  the  Mind 
They  fled  with  hafty  Fear. 

5  When  Navies  tall  and  proud 
Attempt  to  fpoil  our  Peace, 

He  fends  his  Tempeft  roaring  loud, 
And  finks  them  in  the  Seas. 

6  Oft  have  our  Fathers  told, 
Our  Eyes  have  often  feen, 

How  well  our  God  fecures  the  Fold 
Where  his  own  Sheep  have  been. 

7  In  every  new  Diftrefs 
We'll  to  his  Houfe  repair, 

We'll  think  upon  his  wondrous  Grace, 
And  feek  Deliverance  there. 

Psalm  XL VIII.    10 — 14      Second  Part. 

'The  Beauty  of  the  Church  ;  or,  Goffel  Worfiip  and 
Order. 

1  T7  A  R  as  thy  Name  is  known 
X*   The  World  declares  thy  Praife  ; 

Thy  Saints,  O  Lord,  before  thy  Throne 
Their  Songs  of  Honour  raife. 

a  With  Joy  let  Judah  (tend 

On  Sions  chofen  Hill, 
Proclaim  the  Wonders  of  thy  Hand, 

And  Counfels  of  thy  Will. 

3  Let  Strangers  walk  around 
The  City  where  we  dwell, 

CompaC 
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Compafs  and  view  thine  holy  Ground, 
And  mark  the  Building  well. 

4  The  Orders  of  thy  Houfe, 
The  WorfWp  of  thy  Court, 

The  chearful  Songs,  the  folemn  Vows, 
And  make  a  fair  Report. 

5  How  decent  and  how  wife  ! 
How  glorious  to  behold  ! 

Beyond  the  Pomp  that  charms  the  Eyes, 
And  Rites  adorn'd  with  Gold. 

6  The  God  we  worfhip  now 
Will  guide  us  till  we  die, 

Will  be  our  God  while  here  below, 
And  ours  above  the  Sky. 

1'salm  XLIX.     6  — 14.     FirftPtvt.     Com  Met* 
Pride  and  Death  \  or,  "The  Vanity  of   Life  and  Riches. 
I   \AT  HY  doth  the  Man  of  Riches  grow 
\  V      To  Infolence  and  Pride, 
To  fee  his  Wealth  and  Honours  flow 
With  every  rifing  Tide  'i 

1  [Why  doth  he  treat  the  Poor  with  Scorn, 
Made  of  the  felf-fame  Clay, 
And  boaft  as  tho'  his  Flefh  were  born 
Of  better  Duft  than  they  ?] 

3  Not  all  his  Treafurcs  can  procure 

His  Soul  a  fhort  Reprieve, 
Redeem  from  Death  one  guilty  Hour, 
Or  make  his  Brother  live. 

4  [Life  is  a  Bleityig  can't  be  fold, 

The  Ranfom  is  too  high^ 
Juftice  will  ne'er  be  brib'd^vith  Gold, 
Thai  Man  may  never  die* 

5  He 
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5  He  fees  the  Brutifh  and  the  Wife, 

The  Timorous  and  the  Brave 
Quit  their  Poffeffions,  clofe  their  Eyes* 
And  haften  to  the  Grave. 

r 

6  Yet  'tis  his  inward 'Thought  and  Pride, 

"  My  Houfe  fhallever  ftand'; 
"  And  that  my  Name  may  long.abide 
"  I'll  give  it  to  my  Land* 

7  Vain  are  his  Thoughts,  his  Hopes  are  loi%. 

How  foon  his  Memory  dies  ! 

His  Name  is  written  in  the  Dull. 

"Where  his  own  Carcafs  lies.] 

Pause. 
%  This  is  the  Folly  of  their  Way  ; 
And  yet  their  Sons  as  vain 
Approve  the  Words  their  Fathers  fay,. 
And  a£l  their  Worts  again. 

j  Men  void  of  Wifdom  and  of  Grace, 
If  Honour  raife  them  high, 
Live  like  the  Be a ft,  a  thoughtlefs  Racer 
And  like  the  Beaft  they  die. 

10  TLaid  in  the  Grave  like  filly  Sheep, 
Death  feeds  upon  them  there, 
Till  the  latt  Trumpet  break  their  Sleep 
In  Terror  and  Defpair.] 

Psalm  XLIX.    <?.  14,  15.    zdPart.   Com.  Metre, 

Death  and  the  Refurrt&iorJ* 

1  \ZE  Sons  of  Pride,  that  hate  the  Juft, 
X       And  trample  on  the  Poor, 
'When  Death  has  brought  you  down  to  Duft. 
Your  Pomp  ftrall  rife  no  more. 

2  The 
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t  The  laft  great  Day  fhall  change  the  Scene  ; 
When  will  that  Hour  appear  ? 
When  fhall  the  Juft  revive,  and  reign 
O'er  all  that  fcorn'd  them  here  ? 

3  God  will  my  naked  Soul  receive 
When  feparare  from  the  Flefh  ; 

And  break  the  Prifon  of  the  Grave 
To  raife  my  Bones  afrefhu 

4  Heaven  is  my  everlafting  Home, 

Th'  Inheritance  is  fure  ; 
Let  Men  of  Pride  their  Rage  refume, 
But  I'll  repine  no  more. 

Psalm  XLDC     Long  Metre. 
1*ke  Rich  Sinner  s  Death,  and  the  Saints  Refurre&ion> 
i  \\J  H  Y  do  the  Proud  infult  the  Poor, 
V  V    And  bojft  the  large  Eftates  they  have  ; 
How  vain  are  Riches  tofecuie 
Their  haughty  Owners  from  the  Grave  ! 

2  They  can't  redeem  one  Hour  from  Death 
With  all  the  Wealth  in  which  they  truft  • 
Nor  give  a  dying  Brother  Breath, 

When  God  commands  him  down  to  Duft. 

3  There  the  dark  Earth  and  difmal  Shade 
Shall  clafp  their  na-ked  Bodies  round  ; 
That  Flefh  fo  delicately  fed 
Lies  cold  and  moulders  in  the  Ground. 

4  Like  though  tlefs  Sheep  the  Sinner  dies, 
Laid  in  the  Grave  for  Worms  to  eat :. 
The  Saints  fhall  in  the  Morning  rife 
And  find  th'  Oppreffor  at  their  Feet. 

5  His  Honours  perifhtn  the  Duft, 
Ai;d  Pomp  and  Beauty,'  Birth  and  Blood  ; 

That 
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That  glorious  Day  exalts  the  Juft 
To  full  Dominion  o'er  the  Proud. 

6  My  Saviour  {hall  my  Life  reftore, 
And  raife  me  from  my  dark  Abode  : 
My  Flefti  and  Soul  {hall  part  no  more, 
But  dwell  for  ever  near  my  God. 

Psalm  L.     i— 6.    Firfi  Part.    Common  Metre 

*fhe  laji  Judgment ;  or,  l!he  Saints  rewarded. 
I  'npHE  Lord,  the  Judge  before  his  Throne 
JL       Bids  the  whole  Larth  draw  nigh, 
The  Nations  near  the  riling  Sun, 
And  near  the  wefiern  Sky. 

a  No  more  {hall  bold  BJafphemers  fay, 
"  Judgment  will  ne'er  begin  ; 
No  more  abufe  his  long  Delay 
To  Impudence  and  Sin. 

3  Thron'd  on  a  Cloud  our  God  fhall  come, 

Bright  Flames  prepare  his  Way, 
Thunder  and  Darknefs,  Fire  and  Storm 
Lead  on  the  dreadful  Day. 

4  Heaven  from  above  his  Call  {hall  hear, 

Attending  Angels  come, 
And  Earth  and  Hell  {hall  know,  and  fear 
His  Juftice,  and  their  Doom. 

5  <c  But  gather  all  my  Saints  (he  cries) 

"  That  made  their  Peace  with  God 
"  By  the  Redeemers  Sacrifice, 
"  And  feal'd  it  with  his  Blood. 

6  "  Their  Faith  and  Works  brought  forth  to  Light 

"  Shall  make  the  World  confefs 

"  My  Sentence  of  Reward  is  right, 

M  And  Heaven  adore  my  Grace, 

Pur 
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Psalm  L.     Ver.io,  n,  14,   15,  23.     Secondtart* 
Common  Metre. 

Obedience  is  better  than  Sacrifice.  ' 

1  ^-pfHus  faith  the  Lord,  "  The  fpacious  Fields, 
X       "  And  Flocks  and  Herds  are  mine, 
"  O'er  all  the  Cattle  of  the  Hills 
44  I  claim  a  Right  divine. 


I  ask  no  Sheep  for  Sacrifice, 

II  Nor  Bullocks  burnt  with  Fire  ; 
"To  hope  and  love,  to  pray  and  praife 
"  Is  all  that  I  require. 

Call  upon  me  when  Trouble's  near, 
"  My  Hand  fhall  fet  thee  free  ; 
Then  fhall  thy  thankful  Lips  declare 
c<  The  Honour  due  to  me. 
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The  Man  that  offers  humble  Praife, 
44  He  glorifies  me  belt  ; 
11  And  thofe  that  tread  my  holy  Ways 
44  Shall  my  Salvation  tafte. 

Psalm   L.     Ver.  1,  5,  S,  16, ax,  22.     Third  Part. 
Common  Metre. 

The  Judgment  of  Hypocrites, 

1  \Ji  THen  drift  to  Judgment  fhall  defcend, 

V  V      And  Saints  furround  their  Lord, 
He  calls  the  Nations  to  attend, 
And  hear  his  awful  Word. 

2  "  Not  for  the  Want  of  Bullocks  flain 

44  Will  I  the  World  reprove  ; 
44  Altars  and  Rites  and  Forms  are  vain 
«  Without  the  Fire  of  Love. 

3  "  And 
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3  "  And  what  have  Hypocrites  to  dd' 

"  To  bring  their  Sacrifice? 
"  They  call  my  Statutes  juft  and  true, . 
"  But  deal  in  Theft  and  Lies. 

4  <c  Could  you  expect  to  Tcape  my  Sight, 

cl  And  fin  without  controul  ? 
"  But  I  fhatl  bring  your  Crimes  to  light 
"  With  Anguifh  in  your  Soul. 

5  Confider,  ye  that  flight  the  Lord, 

Before  his  Wrath  appear ; 
If  once  you  fall  beneath  his  Sword^ 
There's  no  Deliverer  there. 

Psalm  L.     "Third  Tart.     Long  Mfctte. 
Hypocrlfy  expos'd.' 
I  'THHE  Lord  the  Judge  his  Churches  warns, ... 
JL     Let  Hypocrites  attend  and  fear, 
Who  place  their  Hope  in  Rites  and  Forms, 
But  make  cot  Faith  nor  Love  their  Care. 

x  Vile  Wretches  dare  rehearfe  his  Name 
With  Lips  of  Falfhood  and  Deceit ; 
A  Friend,  or  Brother  they  defame, 
And  footh  and  flatter. thofe  they  hate. 

3  They  watch  to  do  their  Neighbours  wrong, , 
Yet  dare  to  feek  their  Maker's  Face  ; 
They  take  his  Covenant  on  their  Tongue,: 
But  break  his  Laws,  abufe  his  Grace. 

4  To  Heav'n  they  lift  their  Hands  unclean, 
Defil'd  with  Luft,  defil'd  with  Blood  ; 
By  Night  they  pra£Hfe  every  Sin, 

By  Day  their  Mouths  draw  near  to  God. 

j;  And  while  his  Judgments  long  delay,. 
They  grow  fecure  and  fin  the  more  ; 

They 
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They  think  he  deeps  as  well  as  they, 
And  put  far  off  the  dreadful  Hour. 

6  O  dreadful  Hour  !  when  God  draws  near. 
And  fets  their  Crimes  before  their  Eyes  ! 
His  Wrath  their  guilty  Souls  fhall  tear, 
And  no  Deliverer  dare  to  rife. 

P  s  a  l  m  L.    To  a  New  Tune. 

lie  La  ft  Judgment.  (forth, 

1  ^"p*HE  Lord,  the  Sovereign  fends  his  Summons 

X    Calls  the  South  Nations  and  awakes  theNorth', 
From  Eaft  to  Weft  the  (bunding  Orders  fpread 
Thro*  diftant  Worlds  and  Regions  of  the  Dead  ; 
No  more  fl^all  Atheifh  mock  his  long  Delay  ; 
His  Vengeance  fleeps  no  more  :  Behold  the  Day. 

2  Behold  the  Judge  defcends  :  his  Guards  are  nigh, 
Tempcft  and  Fire  attend  him  down  the  Sky  : 
Heaven,  Earth  and  Hell  draw  near;  let  all  Things 

(come 
To  hear  his  Juftice  and  the  Sinner's  Doom  ; 
But  gather  firft  my  Saints  f  the  Judge  commands) 
Bring  them,  ye  Angels,  from  their  diftant  Lands. 

3  Behold  my  Covenant  ftands  for  ever  good, 
Seal'd  by  th'  Eternal  Sacrifice  in  Blood,       (Jew, 
And  fign'd  with  all  their  Names  ;  the  Greek,  me 
That  paid  the  ancient  Worfhip  or  the  new, 
There  s no Diftindion  here:  Come,  fpread  their 

(Thrones, 
And  near  me  feat  my  Favourites-and  my  Sons.. 

4  1  their  Almighty  Saviour  and  their  God, 

I  am  their  Judge  :  Ye  Heavens,  proclaim  abroad 

My  pit  Eternal  Sentence,  and  decline 

Thole  awful  Truths  that  Sinners  dread  to  bear  ; 

Sinners  in  Zion  tremble  and  retire  ; 

I  doom  the  painted  Hypocme  to  Fire..  f  Not 


IC* 
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5  Not  for  the  want  of  Goats  or  Bullocks  flain 
Do  I  condemn  thee  ;  Bulls  and  Goats  are  vain 
Without  the  frames  of  Love  :  In  vain  the  Store 
Of  Brutal  Offerings  that  were  mine  before  ; 
Mine  are  the  tamer  Beafts  and  fa vage Breed, 
Flocks,  Herds,  and  Fields,  andForefts  where  they 

(Teed. 

6  If  I  were  hungry,  woti'd  I  ask  thee  Food  ? 
When  did  I  thirft,  or  drink  thy  Bullocks  Blood  ? 
Can  I  be  flatter'd  with  thy  cringing  Bows, 
Thy  folemn  Chatterings  and  phantaftick  Vows  1 
Are  my  Eyes  charm 'd  thy  Veftments  to  behold, 
Glaring  in  Gems,  and  gay  in  woven  Gold  ? 

(pleafe 

7  Unthinking  Wretch  !  how  could 'ft  thou  hope  to 
A  God,  a  Spirit,  with  fuch  Toys  as  thefe  ? 
While  with  my  Grace  and  Statutes  on  thy  Tongue 
Thou  lov'ft  Deceit,  and  doit  thy  BrotherWrong  ; 
In  vain  to  pious  Forms  thy  Zeal  pretends, 
Thieves  and  Adulterers  are  thy  chofen  Friends. 

8  Silent  I  waited  with  long-fuffering  Love, 

But  did'ft  thou  Hope  that  I  fhould  ne'er  reprove  ? 
And  cherifh  fuch  an  impious  Thought  within, 
That  God  the  Righteous  would  indulge  thy  Sin  ? 
Behold  my  Terrors  now  :  My  Thunders  roll, 
And  thy  own  Crimes  affright  thy  guilty  Soul. 

p  Sinners,  awake  betimes;  Ye  Fools,  be  wife  ; 
Awake  before  this  dreadful  Morning  rife ; 
Change  your  vain  Thoughts,  your  crooked  Works 

(amend  ; 
Fly  to  the  Saviour,  make  the  Judge  your  Friend  ; 
Left  like  the  Lion  his  laft  Vengeance  tear 
Your  trembling  Souls,  and  no  Deliverer  near. 

P  SAL  M 
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PsaimL     To  the  old  proper  Tune. 
The  Lap  Judgment. 

I  HpHE  God  of  Glory  fends  his  Summons  forth, 
X    Calls  the  Sb^Nations^nd  awakes thcNorth ; 
From  Eafi  to  Weft  the  fovereign  Orders  fpread, 
Thro'  dfftant  Worlds  and  Regions  of  the  Dead. 
The  Trumpet  founds ;  Hell  trembles  \  Heaven  rejoices  \ 
Lift  up  your  Heads,  ye  Saints,  with  chearful  Voices. 

No  more  fhall  Atheifts  mock  his  long  Delay  ; 
His  Vengeance  fleeps  no  more  ;  behold  the  Day : 
Behold  thejudge  defcends  ;  His  Guards  are  nigh  ; 
Tempefts  and  Fire  attend  him  down  the  Sky. 

When  God  appears,  all  Nature  fball  adore  him  ; 

While  Sinners  tremble.  Saints  rejoice  before  him. 

(Things  come 

3  "  Heaven,  Earth,  and  Hell  draw  near  ;  let  all 
"  To  hear  my  Jufticeand  the  Sinners  Doom  ; 

"  But  gather  firft  my  Saints ;  (the  Judge  com- 

(mands) 

u  Bring  them,  ye  Angels,  from  their  diftantLands. 
When  Chrift  returns,  wake  every  chearful  VafJiony 
And  foout,ye  Saints,  he  comes  for  your  Salvation. 

4  "  Behold  my  Covenant  (lands  for  ever  good, 

"  Seal'd  bv  th' Eternal  Sacrifice  in  Blood,  {Jew% 
11  And  fign  d  with  all  their  Names  ;  the  Greek,  the 

That  paid  the  Ancient  Worfhip  or  the  New  ; 
There's  no  BiftinBion  here.  Join  all  your  Voices, 
And  raife  your  Heads,  ye  Saints,  for  Heaven  rejoices. 

(Thrones, 

5  ^  Here  (faith  the  Lord)  ye  Angels,  fpread  their 
"  And  near  roe  feat  my  Favourites  and  my  Sons. 

<c  Come,- 
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44  Come,  my  Redeemed,  poflefsthe  Joys  prepar'd 
44  E'er  Time  began  ;  'Tis  your  divine  Reward. 

When  Chriji  returns ,  wake  every  chearfulPajpon, 
Avdjhcut,  ye  Saints,  he  comes  for  your  Salvation* 

V  a  v  s  e.    the  Firft. 

t  "  I  am  the  Saviour,  I  th*  Almighty  God, 

44  I  am  the  Judge :  Ye  Heavens,  proclaim  abroad 
**  My  juft  eternal  Sentence,  and  declare* 
*  Thofe  awful  Truths  that  Sinners  dread  to  hear. 
When  God  appears,  all  Nature  Jball  adore  him  ; 
While  Sinners  tremble,  Saints  rejoice  before  him. 

(pfoane, 
1  tl  ScaiKi  forth,  thou  bold  Blafpherner,  and  pro- 
44  Ncrw  feel  my  Wrath,  nor  call  my  Threatnings ; 

(vain  ,. 
41  Thou  Hypocrite,  once  dreft  in  Saints  Attire, 
**  I  doom  the  painted  Hypocrite  to  Fire. 
Judgment  proceeds  ;  Hell  trembles;  Heaven  rejoices ; , 
Lift  up  yom,  He/ids,  ye  Saints?  with  chearful  Voices* 

8  u  Not  for  the  want  of  Goats  or  Bullocks  (lain 

44  Do  I  condemn  thee ;  Bulls  and  Goats  are  vain 

"  Without  the  Flames  of  Love:  In  vain  the  Store 

u  Of  Brutal  Offerings  that  were  mine  before: 

Earth  is  the  Lord's  ;  all  Nature  jball.  adore  him  j 

WhVe  Sinners  tremble,  Saints  rejoice  before  him, 

9  "  If  I  were  hungry  would  I  ask  thee  Food  ? 

44  Whendidlthirft^or  drink  thy  Bullocks  Blood? 
"  Mine  are  the  tamer  Beaits  and  favage  Breed, 
44  Flocks,  Herds,  and  Fields,  and  Forcfts  where 

(they  feed. 
44  All  if  the  Lords.    He  rules  the  wide  Creation  \ 
44  Gives  Sinners  Vengea nce}  &  the  Saints  Sal va non* 

10  Can 
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10  "  Can  I  be  flatter'd  with  thy  cringing  Bows, 

"  Thy  folemn  Chatterings  and  phantaftickVows? 
44  Are  my  Eyes  charmed  thy  Veftments  to  behold, 
44  Glaring  in  Gems,  and  gay  in  woven  Gold  ? 
God  is  the  Judge  of  Hearts  :  No  fair  Difquifes 
•  Can  skreen  the  Guilty  when  lis  Vengeance  rifes. 

Pause  the  Second. 

(to  plefffe 

11  u  Unthinking  Wretch  !  how  could'ft  thou  hope 
11  A  God,  a  Spirit,  with  fuch  Toys  as  thefe  1 

"  While   with  my  Grace  and  Statutes  on  thy 

(Tongue 
"  Thou  lov'it  Deceit,     and    doft  thy  Brother 

(wrong. 
Judgment  proceeds  ;  Hell trembles  ;  Heaven  rejoices. 
Lift  up-your  Hsadsy  ye  Saints^  with  chearful  Voices* 

12  M  In  vain  to  pious  Forms  thy  Zeal  pretends ; 

44  Thieves  and  Adulterers  are  thy  chofen  Friends; 

44  While  the  falfe  Flatterer  at  my  Altar  waits, 

44  His  harden'd  Soul  divine  Inftru&ion  hates. 

God  is  the  Judge  of  Hearts  :  No  fair  Difguifes 

Can  skreen  the  Guilty  when  his  Vengeance  rifes* 

13  M  Silent  I  waited  with  long-fuffering  Love  ; 

44  But  did  'ft  thou  hope  that  I  fhould  ne'er  reprove  ? 

11  And  cherifh  fuch  an  impious  Thought  within, 

"  That  the  All-Holy  woud  indulge  thy  Sin  ? 

See,  God  appearj :  all  Nature  joyns  f  adore  him\ 

Judgment  proceeds  ^  and  Sinners  fall  befote  him* 

14  "  Behold  my  Terrors  now  :  My  Thunders  roll, 
M  And  thy  own  Crimes  affright  thy  guilty  Soul; 
"  Now  like  a  Lion  fhall  my  Vengeance  tear 

?  Thy  bleeding  Heart,  and  ho  Deliverer  near. 

Judgment 
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Judgment  concludes ;  Hell  trembles ;  Heaven  rejoices : 
Lift  up  your  Heads,  ye  Saints^  with  chearful  Voices, 

Epiphonema. 

Sinners,  awake  betimes  ;  Ye  Fools,  be  wife ; 
Awake  before  this  dreadful  Morning  rife :    (amend, 
Change  your  vain  Thoughts,  your  crooked  Works 
Jly  to  the  Saviour,  make  the  Judge  your  Friend  : 
'then  join  the  Saints  :  Wake  every  chearful  Paffion, 
When  Chrifi  returns.  He  comes  for  your  Salvation. 

Psalm  LI.    Firft  Part.    Long  Metre. 
A  Penitent  pleading  for  Pardon. 

1  O  Hew  pity,  Lord,  O  Lord  forgive, 
j^  Let  a  repenting  Rebel  live  : 
Are  not  thy  Mercies  large  and  free  ? 
May  not  a  Sinner  truft  in  Thee  ? 

2  My  Crimes  are  great,  but  not  furpafs 
The  Power  and  Glory  of  thy  Grace : 
Great  God,  thy  Nature  hath  no  Bound, 
So  let  thy  pardoning  Love  be  found. 

3  O  wafh  my  Soul  from  every  Sin, 
And  make  my  guilty  Confcience  clean  ; 
Here  on  my  Heart  the  Burden  lies, 
And  paft  OiFences  pain  my  Eyes. 

4  My  Lips  with  Shame  my  Sins  confefs 
Againft  thy  Law,  againft  thy  Grace : 
Lord,  fhould  thy  Judgment  grow  fevere, 
I  am  condemned,  but  thou  art  clear. 

5  Should  fudden  Vengeance  feize  my  Breath, 
I  muft  ponounce  thee  juft  in  Death  ; 

And 
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And  if  my  Soul  were  fent  to  Hell, 
Thy  righteous  Law  approves  it  well. 

6  Yet  fave  a  trembling  Sinner,  Lord, 

Whofe  Hope  ftill  hovering  round  thy  "Word 
Would  light  on  fome  fweet  Promife  there, 
Some  fure  Support  againft  Defpair. 

Psalm  LI.     Second  Part.     Long  Metre. 
Original  and  ABual  Sin  confeft. 

1  T     Ord,  lam  vile,  conceiv'd  in  Sin  ; 

J /  And  born  unholy  and  unclean  ; 

Sprung  from  the  Man  whofe  guilty  Fall 
Corrupts  the  Race,  and  taints  us  Alk 

2  Soon  as  we  draw  our  Infant-Breath 
The  Seeds  of  Sin  grow  up  for  Death  ; 
Thy  Law  demands  a  pei5fe£t  Heart, 
But  we're  denTd  in  every  part. 

3  [Great  God,  create  my  Heart  a-new, 
And  form  my  Spirit  pure  and  true  : 
O  make  me  wife  betimes  to  fpy 

My  Danger  and  my  Remedy.] 

4  Behold  I  fall  before  thy  Face  ; 
My  only  Refuge  is  thy  Grace  : 

No  outward  Forms  can  make  me  clean  ; 

The  Leprofy  lies  deep  within. 

• 

5  No  bleeding  Bird,  nor  bleeding  Beaft, 
Nor  HyiTop-Branch,  nor  fprinkling  Prieft, 
Nor  running  Brook,  nor  Flood,  nor  Sea, 
Can  wafh  the  difmal  Stain  away. 

6  Jefus,  my  God,  thy  Blood  alone 
Hath  Power  fufficient  to  atone  ; 

Thy  Blood  can  make  me  white  as  Snow  $ 
No  Jewifo  Types  could  cleanfe  me  fo. 

7  While 
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7  While  Guilt  difturbs  and  breaks  my  Peace, 
Nor  Flefh  nor  Soul  hath  Reft  or  Eafe  ; 
Lord,  let  me  hear  thy  pardoning  Voice, 
And  make  my  broken  Bones  rejoice. 

Psalm  LI.     1%ird  Fart.     Long  Metre. 

*£he  Backflider  reftored  ;  or,  Repentance  and  Faith  i 
the  Blood  of  Chrift. 

I   f~^\  Thou  that  hear'ft  when  Sinners  cry, 
V^/  Tho'  all  my  Crimes  before  thee  lie, 
Behold  them  not  with  angry  Look, 
But  blot  their  Memory  from  thy  Book. 

i  Create  my  Nature  pure  within, 
And  form  my  Soul  averfe  to  Sin : 
Let  thy  Good  Spirit  ne'er  depart, 
Nor  hide  thy  Piefence  from  my  Heart. 

3  I  cannot  live  without  thy  Light, 
Caft  out  and  banifh'd  from  thy  Sight : 
Thine  holy  Joys,  my  God,  teftore, 
And  guard  me  that  I  fall  no  more. 

4  Tho'  I  have  griev'd  thy  Spirit,  Lord, 
His  Help  and  Comfort  ftill  afford : 

And  let  a  Wretch  come  near  thy  Throne 
To  plead  the  Merits  of  thy  Son. 

5  A  broken  Heart,  my  God,  my  King, 
Is  all  the  Sacrifice  I  bring ; 
The  God  of  Grace  will  neer  defpife 
A  broken  Heart  for  Sacrifice. 

6  My  Soul  lies  humbled  in  the  Duft, 
And  owns  thy  dreadful  Sentence  jr.  ft ; 
Look  down,  O  Lord,  with  pitying  Eye, 
And  lave  the  Soul  condemn 'd  to  die, 

7  Tr 
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7  Then  will  I  teach  the  World  thy  Ways  ; 
Sinners  fball  learn  thy  fovereign  Giace  j 
I'll  lead  them  to  my  Saviour's  Blood, 
And  they  fhall  praiie  a  pardoning  God. 

8  O  may  thy  Love  infpire  my  Tongue  1 
Salvation  fhall  be  all  my  Song  ; 
And  all  my  Powers  fhall  join  to  blefs 
The  Lord  my  Strength  and  Righteoufnefs. 

Psalm  LI.     9  —  13.     Fir  ft  Part.     Com.   Metre* 

Original  and  Aclual  Sin  confefs'd  and  pardon 'd. 
1  I       Ord,  I  would  fpread  my  fore  Diftrefs 

J /     And  Guilt  before  thine  Eyes  ; 

Againft  thy  Laws,,  againft  thy  Grace 
How  high  my,Crimes  arife  ! 

a  Should'ft  thou  condemn  my  Soul  to  Hell 
And  crufh  my  Flefh  to  Duft, 
Heav'n  would  approve  thy  Vengeance  well, 
And  Earth  njuft*>vyn  it  juft. 

3  I  from  the  Stock  oiAdam  came, 

Unholy  and  unclean  ; 
All  my  Original  is  Shame, 

And  all  my  Nature  Sin. 

4  Born  in  a  World  of  Guilt  I  drew 
Contagion  with  my  Breath  ; 

And  as  my  Days  advanced  I  grew 
A  jufter  Prey  for  Death. 

J  Cleanfeme,  OLord,  and  cheer  ray  Soal 
With  thy  forgiving  Love  ; 
O  make  my  broken  Spirit  whole 
And  bid  my  Pains  remove. 

J  Let  not  thy  Spirit  quite  depart, 
Nor  drive  me  from  thy  Face  ; 

£  Create 
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Create  anew  my  vicious  Heart, 
And  fill  it  with  thy  Grace. 

7  Then  will!  make  thy  Mercy  known 
Before  the  Sons  of  Men  ; 
ISackfliders  fhall  addrefs  thy  Throne, 
And  turn  to  God  again* 

Tsalm  LI.    14 — 17.    id  Part.    Com.  Metre. 
Repentance  and  Faith  in  the  Blood  of  Chrift. 

1  |^\  God  of  Mercy,  hear  my  Call, 
V^  My  Loads  of  Guilt  remove* 
Break  down  this  feparating  Wall 

That  bars  me  from  thy  Love. 

2  Give  me  the  Prefence  of  thy  Grace, 

Then  my  rejoicing  Tongue 
Shall  fpeak  aloud  thy  Righteoufnefs, 
And  make  thy  Praife  my  Song. 

3  No  Blood  of  Goats,  nor  Heifer  flain 

For  Sin  could  e'er  atone  ; 
The  Death  of  Chrift  fhall  (till  remain 
Sufficient  and  alone. 

4  A  Soul  oppreft  with  Sins  Defert 

My  God  will  ne'er  defpife  ; 
A  humble  Groan,  a  broken  Heart 
Is  our  beft  Sacrifice* 

Psalm  LIII.    4 6. 

Vitlory  and  Del'tveravce  from  Verfecution* 
t     A  R£  all  the  Foes  of  Sion>  Fools, 
jf\    Who  thus  devour  her  Saints  1 
Do  they  not  know  her  Saviour  rules, 
And  pities  her  Complaints  ? 

%  They  fhall  be  feiz'd  with  fad  furprize ; 
For  God's  revenging  Arm 

Scatte.l 
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Scatters  the  Bones  of  them  that  rife 
To  do  his  Children  Harm. 

3  In  vain  the  Sons  of  Satan  boaft 
Of  Armies  in  array  ; 
When  God  has  firft  defpis'd  their  Hoft, 
They  fall  an  eafy  Prey. 

%  O  for  a  Word  from  Sions  King 
Her  Captives  to  reftore! 
Jacob  with  all  his  Tribes  fhall  fing, 
And  J-udah  weep  no  more. 

Psalm  LV.    i—  8, 16,  17, 18,  22.    Com.  Metre.* 

Support  for  the  ajfiicled  and  tempted  SouU 
I   (^\  God,  my  Refuge,  hear  my  Cries, 
\^J    Behold  my  flowing  Tears, 
For  Earth  and  Hell  my  Hurt  devifei 
And  triumph  in  my  Fears. 

1  Their  Rage  is  levelFd  at  my  Life, 
My  Soul  with  Guilt  they  load, 
And  fill  my  Thoughts  with  inward  Strife1  } 

To  fhake  my  Hbpe  in  God. 

;  With  inward  Pain  my  Heart-firings  found, 
I  groan  with  every  Breath  ; 
Horror  and  Fear  befet  me  round  ? 

Amongft  the  Shades  of  Death. 

O  were  I  like  a  feather'd  Dove, 

And  Innocence  had  Wings  ; 
I'd  fly,  and  make  a  long  Remove 

From  all  thefe  reftlefs  Things. 

Let  me  to  fome  wildDefart  go, 

And  find  a  peaceful  Home, 
Where  Storms  of  Malice  never  blow, 

Temptations  never  come. 

F  2  6  Valm 
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.<<5  Vain  Hopes,  and  vain  Intentions  all 
To  Tcape  the  Rage  of  Hell  ! 
The  mighty  God  on  whom  I  call 
-Can  fave  me  here  as  well. 

T  a  u  s  e. 
-7  By  Morning  Light  Til  feek  his  Face, 
At  Noon  repeat  my  Cry, 
The  Night  fhall  hear  me  ask  his  Grace, 
Nor  \vill  he  long  deny. 

S  God  fhall  preferve  my  Soul  from  Fear, 
Or  {hie Id  me  when  afraid  ; 
Ten  thoufand  Angels  mull  appear 
Jf  He  command  their  Aid. 

9  I  caft  my  Burdens  on  the  Lord, 

The  Lord  fuftains  them  all  ; 
My  Courage  re  its  upon  his  Word 
-  That  Saints  fhall  never  fall. 

10  My  higheft  Hopes  fhall  not  be  vain, 

My  Lips  fhall  fpread  his  Praife  ; 
While  cruel  and  deceitful  Men  ; 
Scarce  live  out  half  their  Days. 

cPsalm  LV.   Ver.  15,  id,  17,  19,  22.    Short  Metre 

DatJgcrcus  Frofperity ;  or,  Daily  Devotions  encoutagd 

I  T     £T  Sinners  take  their  Courfe, 
I    y  And  chufe  the  Road  to  Death  ; 

But  in  the  Worfhip  of  my  God 
I'll  fpend  my  daily  Breath. 

z  My  Thoughts  addrefs  his  Throne 

When  Morning  brings  the  Light ; 
I  feek  his  Bleffing  every  Noon, 

And  pay  my  Vows  at  Night, 

3  The  I 
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j  Thou  wilt  regard  my  Cries, 

O  my  Eternal  God, 
While  Sinners  perifh  in  furprize 

Beneath  thine  angry  Rod. 

4  Becaufe  they  dwell  at  Eafe 
And  no  fad  Changes  feel, 

They  neither  fear  nor  truft  thy  Name, 
Nor  learn  to  do  thy  Will. 

5  But  I  with  all  my  Cares, 
Will  lean  upon  the  Lord, 

I'll  eaft  my  Burdens  on  his  Arm, 
And  reft  upon  his  Word. 

6  His  Arm  fhall  well  fuftain 
The  Children  of  his  Love  ; 

The  Ground x>n  which  their  Safety  ftaads 
No  Earthly  Power  can  move. 

Psalm     LVL 

Deliverance  from  OppveJJiou   and  Faljbocd;.   or,  Gec?s  * 
Care  of  his  People  in  anfiver  to  Faith  and  Prayer* 

i   ^\  Thou  whofe  Juftrce  reigns  on  high, 
\^S'  And  makes  th'  Oppreflbr  ceafe, 
Behold  how  envious  Sinners  try 
To  vex  and  break  my  Peace  ! 

z  The  Sons  of  Violence  and  Lies 
Join  to  devour  me,  Lord  ; 
But  as  my  hourly  Dangers  rife 
My  Refuge  is  thy  Word. 

3:  In  God  mofrholy*  juft  and  true 
I  have  repos'd  my. Truft  ; 
Nor  will  I  fear  what  Flefh  can  do> 
The  Offspring  of  the  Duft. 

F?  4  They- 


n8  Psalms. 

4  They  wreft  my  Words  to  Mifchief  ftilJ, 

Charge  me  with  unknown  Fau'ts  ; 
Mifchief  doth  all  their  Counfels  fill, 
And  Malice  all  riieir  Thoughts. 

5  Shall  they  efcape  without  thy  Frown  ? 

Muft  their  Devices  ftand  ? 
O  caft  the  haughty  Sinner  down, 
And  let  him  know  thy  Hand  ! 

Pause. 

6  God  counts  the  Sorrows  of  his  Saints, 

Theii  Groans  affcft  his  Ears  ; 
Thou  haft  a  Book  for  my  Complaints, 
A  Bottle  for  my  Tears. 

-j  When  to  thy  Throne  I  raife  my  Cry, 
The  Wicked  fear  and  flee  ; 
Sofwift  is  Prayer  to  reach  the  Sky, 
So  near  is  God  to  me. 

8  In  Thee,  moft  holy,  juft  and  true, 

I  have  repos'd  my  Trutt  ; 
Nor  will  I  fear  what  Man  can  do, 
The  Offspring  of  the  Duft. 

9  Thy  folemn  Vows  are  on  me,  Lord, 

Thou  fhalt  receive  my  Praife  ; 
I'll  fing,   Hew  faithful  is  thy  Word  ; 
How  righteous  all  thy  Ways  I 

10  Thon  haft  fecur'd  my  Soul  from  Death, 

O  fet  thy  Prifoner  free, 
That  Heart  and  Hand,  and  Life  and  Breath 
May  be  employed  for  Thee. 
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Psalm  LVII. 

Pralfe  for  Protection,  Grace  and  Truth. 

I    Ti  y|  Y  God,  in  whom  are  all  the  Springs 
IVjL  Of  bound lefs  Love  and  Grace  unknown, 
Hide  me  beneath  thy  fprcading  Wings 
Till  the  dark  Cloud  is  overblown* 

1  Up  to  the  Heavens  I  fend  my  Cry, 
The  Lord  will  my  Defires  perform  ; 
He  fqnds  his  Angel  from  the  Sky, 
And  faves  me  from  the  threatning  Sterna. 

3  Be  Thou  exalted,  O  my  God, 

Above  the  Heav'ns  where  Angels  dwell  ; 
Thy  Power  on  Earth  be  known  abroad, 
And  Land  to  Land  thy  Wonders  tell. 

4  My  Heart  is  fix'd  ;  my  Song  fhall  raife 
Immortal  Honours  to  thy  Name  ; 
Awake  my  Tongue,  to  found  his  Praife,^ 
My  Tongue,  the  Glory  of  my  Frame, 

5  High  o'er  the  Earth  his  Mercy  reigns, 
And  reaches  to  the  utmoft  Sky  ; 

His  Truth  to  endlefs  Years  remains 
When  lower  Worlds  diffolve  and  die, 

6  Be  Thou  exalted,  O  my  Godr 

Above  the  Heav'ns  where  Angels  dwell ; 
Thy  Power  on  Earth  be  known  abroad, 
And  Land  to  Land  thy  Wonders  tell. 

Psalm  LVIII.    As  the  1 1 5th  Pfalm. 
Warning  to  Magijlrates. 
J    fUdges,  who  rule  the  World  by  Laws, 
J  Will  ye  defpife  the  righteous  Caufe, 
When  th'  injur 'd  Poor  before  you  (lands  1 

F  4  Dare 
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Pare  ye  condemn  the  righteous  Poor-, 
And  let  rich  Sinners  Tcape  fecure, 

While  Geld  and  Greatnefs  bribe  your  Hands? 

i  Have  ye  forgot  or  never  knew 

That  God  will  judge  the  Judges  too  ? 

High  in  the  Heavens  his.  Juftice  reigns  ; 
Yet  you  invade  the  Rights  of  God, 
And  fend  ycur  bold  Decrees  abroad 

To  bind  the  Conference  in  your  Chains. 

5  A  poifon'd  Arrow  is  your  Tongue, 
The  Arrow  fharp,  the  Poifon  ftrong, 

And  Death  attends  where  e'er  it  wounds z 
You  hear  no  Counfels,  Cries  or  Tears ; 
So  the  deaf  Adder  flops  her  Ears 

Againft  the  Power  of  charming  Sounds. 

4  Break  out  their  Teeth,  Eternal  God, 
Thofe  Teeth  of  Lions  dy'd  in  Blood  ; 

And  crufti  the  Serpents  in  the  Duft  : 
As  empty  Chaff,  when  Whirlwinds  rife^ 
Before  thefweeping  Tempeft  flies, 

So  let  their  Hopes  and  Names  be  loft, 

5  TrT  Almighty  thunders  from  the  Sky, 
Their  Grandeur  melts,  their  Titles  die. 

As  Hills  of  Snow  diifolve  and  run, 
Or  Snails  that  perifh  in  their  Slime, 
Or  Births  that  come  before  their  Time, 

Vain  Births,  that  never  fee  the  Sun. 

S  Thus  fli  all  the  Vengeance  of  the  Lord 
Safety  and  Joy  to  Saints  afford  • 

And  all  that  hear  fhail  join  and  fay,. 
"  Sure  there's  a  God  that  rules  on  high, 
"  A  God  that  hears  his  Children  cry, 
AM  will  their  Sufferings  well  repay. 

Ps   A  LH 
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Psalm  LX.     i  —  5,  10— *-i2. 
On  a  Day  of  Humiliation  for  D  if  appointments  in  War* 

1  T     O  r  d,  haft  thou  cart  the  Nation  oft"  ? 
J /     Muft  we  for  ever  mourn  ? 

Wilt  thou  indulge  immortal  Wrath  ? 
Shall  Mercy  ne'er  return  ? 

2  The  Terror  of  one  Frown  of  thine 

Melts  all  our  Strength  away  ; 
Like  Men  that  totter  drunk  with  Wine, 
We  tremble  in  Difmay. 

3  Great  Britain  fhakcs  beneath  thy  Stroke^ 

And  dreads  thy  threatning  Hand  ; 
O  heal  the  Ifland  Thou  haft  broke, 
Confirm  the  wav'ring  Land. 

4-.  Lift  up  a  Banner  in  the  Field 

For  thofe  that  fear  thy  Name  ; 
Save  thy  .Beloved  with  thy  Shield, 
And  put  our  Foes  to  Sfaame. 

5  Go  with  our  Armies  to  the  Fight 
Like  a  Confederate  God  ; 
In  vain  Confederate  Powers  unite 
Aguinft  thy  lifted  Rod. 

£  Our  Troops  (hall  gain  a  wide  Renown 
By  thine  affifting  Hand  5 
'Tis  God  that  treads  the  Mighty  down2 
And. makes  the  Feeble  Hand. 

Psalm  LXI.     i 6, 

Safety    in  God. 
I  T7f7Hen  overwhelmed  with  Grief 

V  V    My  Heart. within  me  dies3 
Helplefs  and  far  from  all  Relief 
To  Heaven  I  lift  mine  Eyes. 

F  5  %Q 
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2  O  lead  me  to  the  Rock 
That's  high  above  my  Head, 

And  make  the  Covert  of  thy  Wings 
My  Shelter  and  my  Shade. 

3  Within  thy  Prefence,  Lord, 
For  ever  I'll  abide  ; 

Thou  art  the  Tower  of  my  Defence 
The  Refuge  where  I  hide. 

4  Thou  giveft  me  the  Lot 

Of  thofe  that  fear  thy  Name  ; 
If  endlefs  Life  be  their  Reward, 
I  ihall  poffefs  the  fame. 

Psaim    LXIL     5—12. 

No  Trtijt  in  the  Creatures  ;  or,  Faith  in  Divine  Grace 
and  Power. 

x  Tk  ylY  Spirit  loots  to  God  alone  ; 
JVX  My  Rock  and  Refuge  is  his  Throne ; 
In  all  my  Fears,  in  all  my  Straits 
My  Soul  on  his  Salvation  waits. 

%  Ttxxtt  him,-  ye  Saints,  in  all  your  Ways> 
Pour  out  your  Hearts  before  his  Face  : 
When  Helpers  fail  and  Foes  invade, 
God  is  oar  all-fufficient  Aid. 

j  Falfe  are  the  Men  of  high  Degree, 
The  bafer  Sort  are  Vanity  ; 
Laid  in  the  Ballance  both  appeac 
Light  as  a  Puff  of  empty  Air. 

4  Make  not  increafing  Gold  your  Truft, 
Nor  fet  your  Heart  on  glittering  Duft  ; 
Why  will  you  grafp  the  fleeting  Smoke, 
And  not  believe  what  God  has  fpeke  I 

S  One 
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5  Once  has  his  awful  Voice  declar'd, 
Once  and  again  my  Ears  have  heard, 
44  All  Power  is  his  eternal  Due  ; 
44  He  muft  be  fear'd  and  trufted  too. 

6  For  Sovereign  Power  reigns  not  alone, 
Grace  is  a  Partner  of  the  Throne  : 
Thy  Grace  and  Juftice,  mighty  Lord, 
Shall  well  divide  our  laft  Reward. 

Psalm  LXIIL  i,  zy  j,  5,  4.  Fir  ft  ?  art.  Com.  Met. 
'The  Morning  of  a  Lord't'Vay* 

1  TJ  Arly  my  God  without  Delay  i 
ty     I  haite  to  feek  thy  Face  ; 
My  thirfty  Spirit  faints  away 

Without  thy  chearing  Grace* 

2  So  Pilgrims  on  the  fcorching  Sand 

Beneath  a  burning  Sky 
Long  for  a  cooling  Stream  at  hand> 
And  they  muft  drink  or  die, 

5  IVe  feen  thy  Glory  and  thy  Pqw'r 
Thro'  all  thy  Temple  fhine  ; 
My  God,  repearthat  heavenly  Houf, 
That  Vifion fo  divine.. 

4,  Not  all  the  Bleffings  of  a  Feaft 
Can  pleafe  my  Soul  fo  well 
As  when  thy  ncner  Grace  I  tafle, 
And  in  thy  Prefence  dwell/ 

5  Not  Life  it  felf  with  all  her  Joys 
Car,  my  beft  Paffions  move, 
Or  raife  fo  high  my  chearful  Voice 
As  thy  forgiving  Love. 


6  Thus  till  my  laft  expiring  Day 
Til  Wefs  my  God  and  Kin/ 
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Thus  will  I 'lift  my  Hands  to  pray, 
And  tune  my  Lips  to  firig. 

Psalm  LXIIL  (5— 10.  Second  Tart.    Comtrton  Met. 

Midnight 'Thoughts  recollected. 

3  'npY/asin  the  Watches  of  the  Night 
jL       I  thought  upon  thy  Power, 
I  kept  thy  lovely  Face  in  Sight 
Amidft  the  darker!  Hour, 

z  My  Flefri  lay  refting  on  my  Bed, 
My  Soul  arofe  on  high  ; 
u  My  God,  my  Life j  my  Hope \  I  faid^ 
"  Bring  thy  Salvation  nigh*: 

3  My  Spirit  labours  up  thine  Hill, 

And  climbs  the  heavenly  Road  ; 
But  thy  Right-hand  upholds  me  ftill^ 
While  I  purfue  my  God. 

4  Thy  Mercy  frretehes  o'er  my  Head 

The  Shadow  of  thy  Wings  \ 
My  Heart  rejoices  in  thine  Aid, 
My  Tongue  awakes  and  fings. 

5  But  the  Deftroyers  of  my  Peace 

Shall  fiet  and  rage  in  vain  ; 
The  Tempter  fh all  for  ever  ceafe, 
And  all  my  Sins  be  flain. 

6  Thy  Sword  fhall  give  my  Foes  to  Death? 

And  fend  them  down  to  dwell 
In  the  dark  Caverns  of  the  Earth, 
©j  t©  the  Deeps  of  Hell. 
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Psalm  LXIII.     Long  Metre. 

"Longing  after  God ;  or,  1%e  Love  of  God  better  than 
Life. 

GReat  God,  indulge  my  humble  Claim, 
Thou  art  my  Hope,  my  Joy,  my  Reft;  i 
The  Glories  that  compofe  thy  Name 
Stand  all  engag'd  to  make  me  bleft. 

Thou  Great  and  Good,  thou  Juft  and  Wife3 . 

Thou  art  my  Father  and  my  God  ; 

And  I  am  thine  by  facred  Ties ; 

Thy  Son,  thy  Servant  bought  with  Blood* 

3  With  Heart  and  Eyes  and  lifted  Hands 
For  thee  I  long,  to  thee  I  look, 

As  Travellers  in  thirfty  Lands 
Pant  for  the  cooling  Water-brook, 

4  With  early- Feet -I -love  t*  appear 
Among  thy  Saints  and  feek  thy  Face  ;  > 
Oft  have  I  feen  thy  Glory  there, 

And  felt  the  Power  of  fovereign  Grace. 

5  Not  Fruits  nor  Wines  that  tempt  our  Tafte,V 
Nor  all  the  Joys  our  Senfes  know, 

Could  make  me  fo  divinely  bleft, 
Or  raife  my  chearful  Paffions  fo. 

6  My  Life  it  felf  without  thy  Love 
No  Tafte  of  Pleafure  could  afford ; 
'Twould  but  a  tirefom  Burden  prove,  * 
If  I  were  banifh'd  from  the  Lord. 

7  Amidft  the  wakeful  Hours  of  Night 
When  bufy  Cares  affli&  my  Head, 

One  Thought  of  Thee  gives  new  Delight^ 
And  adds  Refreshment  to  my  Bed, 
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8  1*11  Hfr  my  Hands,  I'll  raife  my  Voice, 
While  I  have  Breath  to  pray  or  praife  ; 
This  Work  fhall  make  my  Heart  rejoice, 
And  fpend  the  Remnant  of  my  Days. 

Psalm  LX1IL    Short  Metre. 
Seeking  God. 
I  X  yfl  Y  God  permit  my  Tongue 

1V1  This  Joy,  to  call  Thee  mine, 
And  let  my  early  Cries  prevail 
To  tafte  thy  Love  divine.. 

z  My  thirfty  fainting  Soul 

Thy  Mercy  doth  implore  ; 
Not  Travellers  in  defart  Lands 

Can  pant  for  Water  more. 

j  Within  thy  Churches,  Lord, 

I  long  to  find  my  Place, 
Thy  Power  and  Glory  to  behold, 

And  feel  thy  quickning  Grace. 

4  For  Life  without  thy  Lover 
No  Relifh  can  afford  ; 

No  Joy  can  be  compard  to  this, 
To  ferve  and  pleafe  the  Lord, 

5  To  Thee  Til  lift  my  Hands* 
And  praife  Thee  while  I  live  ; 

Not  the  rich  Dainties  of  a  Feaft 
Such  Food  or  Pleafure  give. 

6  In  wakeful  Hours  at  Night 

I  call  my  God  to  mind  ; 
I  think  how  wife  thy  Counfels  are, 

Aad  all  thy  Dealings  kind. 


Since  thou  haft  been  my  Help> 
To  Thee  my  bpirit  &k$p 
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And  on  thy  watchful  Providence 
My  chearful  Hope  relies. 

8  The  Shadow  of  thy  Wings 

My  Soul  in  Safety  keeps  ; 
I  follow  where  my  Father  leads, 

And  he  fupports  my  Steps. 

Psalm  LXV.  1—5.    Fir  ft  Tart.    LongMetie. 
Pitblick  Prayer  and  Praife. 

1  nr^HE  Praife  of  Sion  waits  for  Thee, 

1^     My  God  ;  and  Praife  becomes  thy  Houfe  ; 
There  fhall  thy  Saints  thy  Glory  fee, 
And  there  perform  their  publick  Vows. 

2  O  Thou,  whofe  Mercy  bends  the  Skies 
To  fave  when  humble  Sinners  pray, 
All  Lands  to  Thee  (hall  lift  their  Eyes, 
And  Iflands  of  the  Northern  Sea. 

5  Againft  my  Will  my  Sins  prevail, 
But  Grace  fhall  purge  away  their  Stain ; 
The  Blood  of  Chrift  will  never  fail, 
To  wafri  my  Garments  white  again. 

4  Bleft  is  the  Man  whom  thou  ihalt  chufe 
And  give  him  kind  Ace  els  to  Thee  ; 
Give  him  a  Place  within  thy  Houfe, 

To  tafte  thy  Love  divinely  free. 

P  a  u  s  K. 

5  Let  Babel  fear  when  Sion  prays ; 
Babet,  prepare  for  long  Diitrefs 
When  Sions  God  Himfelf  arrays 
In  Terror  and  in  Righteoufnels. 

6  With  dreadful  Glory  God  fulfils 
What  his  affli&ed  Saints  requeii  j 
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And  with  almighty  Wrath  reveals 
His  Love  to  give  his  Churches  Reft, 

7  Then  fhall  the  flocking  Nations  run 
To  Sion's  Hill,  and  own  their  Lord  ; ; 
The  rifing  and  the  fetting  Sun 
Shall  fee  the  Saviour's  Name  ador'd. 

Psalm  LXV.  5—  13.    Second  Part.  Long  Metre, 

Divine  Providence  in  Air>  Earth  and  Sea  ;    or,  *Th( 
God  of  Nature  and  Grace. 

V  T*  H  E  God  of  our  Salvation  hears 

X     The  Groans  of  Sion  mixt  with  Tears ; 
Yet  when  He  comes  with  kind  Defigns, 
Thro' all  the  Way  his  Terror  ihines. 

a  On  him  the  Race  of  Man  depends, 
Far  as  the  Earth's  remotelt  Ends, 
Where  the  Creator's  Name  islcnown 
By  Natures  feeble  Light  alone. 

3  Sailors  that  travel  o'er  the  Flood 
Addrefs  their  frighted  Souls  to  God, 
When  Tempefts  rage  and  Billows  roar> 
At  dreadful  Diftance  from  the  Shore. 

4  He  bids  the  noify  Temped  ceafe  ; 
He  calms  the  raging  Croud  to  Pe&ce, 
When  a  tumultuous  Nation  raves 
Wild  as  the  Winds,  and  loud  as  Waves* 

f  Whole  Kingdoms  fhaken  by  the  Storm 
He  fettles  in  a  peaceful  Form  ; 
Mountains  eftablifh'd  by  his  Hand 
Firm  on  their  old  Foundations  ftand. 


6  Behold  hisEnfignsfweep  the  Sky, 
New  Comets  blase  and  Lightnings  fly; 
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The  Heathen  Lands  with  fwift  furprife 
From  the  bright  Horrors  turn  their  Eyes. 

7  At  his  Command  the  Morning-Ray 
'    Smiles  in  the  Eaft,  and  leads  the  Day  ; 

He  guides  the  Sun's  declining  Wheels 

Over  the  Tops  of  WeJIern  Hills, 

S  Seafons  and  Times  obey  his  Voice  ; 
The  Evening  and  the  Morn  rejoice 
To  fee  the  Earth  made  foft  with  Showers, 
Laden  with  Fruit  and  dreft  in  Flowers. 

p  Tis  from  his  watry  Stores  on  high 
He  gives  the  thirfiy  Ground  fupply  ; 
He  walks  upon  the  Clouds,  and  thence 
Doth  his  enriching  Drops  difpenfe. 

ic  The  Defart  grows  a  fruitful  Field; 
Abundant  Food  the  Valleys-  yield'; 
The  Valleys  fhout  with  chearful  Voice, 
And  neighbnng  Hills  repeat  their  Joys. 

11  The  Paftures  fmile  in  green  Array  ; 
There  Lambs  and  larger  Cattel  play  ; 
The  larger. Cattel  and  the  Lamb, 

Each  in  his  Language  fpeaks  thy  Name. 

12  Thy  Works  pronounce  thy  Power  divine  ; 
O'er  every  Field  thy  Glories  fhine, 
Thro*  every  Month  thy  Gifts  appear  ; 
Great  God,  thy  Goodnefs  crowns  the  Year* 

Psalm  LXV.     Firft  Part.     Common  Metre. 
A  Prayer-hearing  Gcd>  and  the  Gentiles  exiled* . 

PRaife  waits  in  Zhn,  Lord,  for  Thee  ; 
There  fball  our  Vows  be  paid  : 
Thou  haft  an  Ear  when  Sinners  pray, 
AlUlefh  fliall  feek  thine  $&; 

2.-  Lord, 
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%  Lord,  our  Iniquities  prevail,. 
But  pardoning  Grace  is  thine, 
And  thou  wilt  grant  us  Power  and  Skill 
To  conquer  ev  ry  Sin, 

3  Blefs'd  are  the  Men  whom  thou  wilt  chute 

To  bring  them  near  thy  Face, 
Give  them  a  Dwelling  in  thine  Houfe,, 
To  feaftupon  thy  6race. 

4  In  anfwering  what  thy  Church  requefts 

Thy  Truth  and  Terror  fhine, 
And  Works  of  dreadful  Righteoufnefs 
Fulfil  thy  kind  Defign. 

5  Thus  ftiall  the  wondring  Nat  ions  fee 

The  Lord  is  good  and  juft  ; 
And  diftant  Iflands  fly  to  thee, 
And  make  thy  Name  their  Trull. 

i  They  dread  thy  glitt'ring  Tokens,  Lord, 
When  Signs  in  Heaven  appear ; 
But  they  fhall  learn  thy  holy  Word, 
And  love  as  well  as  fear. 

Psalm  LXV.    Second  Part.     Common  Httte. 

*Ihe  Providence  of  God  In  Airy  Earth  and  Sea  •  or 
The  Blejfing  of  Rain* 

i  >  TT*  I S  by  thy  Strength  the  Mountains  Hand:, 
X       God  or  Eternal  Power ; 
The  Sea  grows  calm  at  thy  Command, 
And  Tempefts  ceafe  to  roar. 

a  Thy  Morning-Light  and  Evening-Shade* 
Succeflive  Comforts  bring  ; 
Thy  plenteous  Fruits  make  Harvcfls  glad, 
Thy  Flow'rs  adorn  the  Spring, 

3  Seafon; 
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Seafons  and  Times,  and  Moons  and  Hours> 
Heaven,  Earth  and  Air  are  thine  ; 

When  Clouds  diftil  in  fruitful  Show'rs, 
The  Author  is  divine. 

Thofe  wandring  Cifterns  in  the  Sky 

Born  by  the  Winds  around, 
With  watry  Treafures  well  fupply 

The  Furrows  of  the  Ground. 

The  thirfty  Ridges  drink  their  fill, 

And  Ranks  of  Corn  appear : 
Thy  Ways  abound  with  BlefSngs  ftill, 

Thy  Goodnefs  crowns  the  Year. 

Psalm  LXV.   2  bird  Part.    Common  Metre. 

'The  Blejfmgs  of  the  Spring  ;  or,  God  gives  Rain. 

A  Pfalm  for  the  Husbandman. 

C"^Ood  is  the  Lord,  the  Heavenly  King, 
I     Who  makes  the  Earth  his  Care, 
Viuts  the  Paftures  every  Spring, 
And  bids  the  Grafs  appear. 

The  Clouds  like  Rivers  rais'd  on  high 

Pour  out  at  thy  Command 
Their  watry  Bleffings  from  the  Sky, 

To  chear  the  thirfty  Land. 

The  foftned  Ridges  of  the  Field 

Permit  the  Corn  to  fpiing  ; 
The  Valleys  rich  Provifion  yield, 

And  the  poor  Labourers  fing. 

The  little  Hills  on  every  fide 

Rejoice  at  falling  Show'rs: 
The  Meadows  drefs'd  in  all  their  Pride 

Perfume  the  Air  with  Flow'rs. 

5  The 
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5  The  barren  Clods  refrefh'd  with  Rain 
Promife  a  joyful  Crop  ; 
The  parching  Grounds  look  green  again, 
And  raife  the  Reapers  Hope. 

4  The  various  Months  thy  Goodnefs  crowns ; 
How  bounteous  are  thy  Ways  ? 
The  bleating  Flocks fpread  o'er  the  Downs* 
And  Shepherds  fhout  thy  Praife. 

Psalm  L'X  Vli     Firft  Tart. 

Governing  Power  andGoodnefs  ;  or,  Our  Grate  trh 
by  Ajftiftions. 

t  QIng,  all  ye  Nations  to  the  Lord, 
^     Sing  with  a  joyful  Noife  ; 
"With  Melody  of  Sound  record 
His  Honours  and  your  Joys. 

a  Say  to  the  Power  that  fhakes  the  Sky, 
"  How  terrible  art  Thou  ! 
**  Sinners  before  thy  Prefence  fly, 
"  Or  at  thy  Feet  they  bow. 

^  f  Come,  fee  the  Wonders  of  our  God, 
How  glorious  are  his  Ways ! 
In  Mofes  Hand  he  puts  his  Rod, 
And  cleaves  the  frighted  Seas. 

4,  He  made  the  ebbing  Channel  dry, 
While  Ifrael  pafs'd  the  Flood  ; 
There  did  the  Church  begin  their  Joy, 
And  triumph  in  their  God.] 

y  He  rules  by  his  refiftlefs  Might : 
Will  Rebel  Mortals  dare 
Provoke  th'  Eternal  to  the  Fight, 
And  tempt  that  dreadful  War } 
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4  O  blefs  our  God  and  never  ceafe  ; 
Ye  Saints  fulfil  his  Praife  ; 
He  keeps  our  Life,  maintains  our  Peace, 
And  guides  our  doubtful  Ways. 

7  Lord,  thou  haft^prov'd  our  fuffering  Souk, 

To  make  our  Graces  ihine  ; 
So  Silver  bears  the  burning  Coals 
The  Metal  to  refine. 

8  Thro'  watry  Deeps  and  fiery  Ways 

We  march  at  thy  Command, 
Led  to  poflefs  the  promis'd  Place 
By  thine  unerring  Hand. 

Psalm  LXVI.     13 20.    Second  Part* 

Ptalfe  to  God  for  hearing  Prayer. 
1  XTOW  fhall  my  folemn  Vows  be  paid 
J^     To  that  Almighty  Power 
That  heard  the  long  Requefts  I  made 
In  my  diftrefsful  Hour. 

3  My  Lips  and  chearful  Heart  prepare 
To  make  his  Mercies  known  ; 
Come  ye  that  fear  my  God,  and  hear 
The  Wonders  he  has  done. 

3  When  on  my  Head  huge  Sorrows  fell, 

I  fought  his  heavenly  Aid  ; 
He  fav'd  my  finking  Soul  from  Hell 
And  Death's  eternal  Shade. 

4  If  Sin  lay  cover'd  in  my  Heart 

While  Pray'r  employ'd  my  Tongue, 
The  Lord  had  {hewn  m^  no  Regard, 
Nor  I  his  Praifes  fung. 

;    5  But  God  (his  Name  be  ever  bkft) 

Has  fet  my  Spirit  free  ; 
C  No* 
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Nor  turn'd  from  him  my  poor  Request, 
Nor  turn'd  his  Heart  From  me. 

Psalm  LXVII. 
The  Nations  Frofperity,  and  the  Churches  Increafe. 

1  QHine,  mighty  God,  onBritain  {bine 
^  With  Beams  of  heavenly  Grace  ; 
Reveal  thy  Power  thro'  all  our  Coafts, 

And  fhew  thy  fmiling  Face. 

2  [Amidft  our  Ifle  exalted  high 

Do  thou  our  Glory  (land, 
And  like  a  Wall  of  Guardian- Fire 
Surround  the  Favourite-Land. 

5  When  fhall  thy  Name  from  Shore  to  Shore 
Sound  all  the  Earth  abroad, 
And  diftant  Nations  know  and  love 
Their  Saviour  and  their  God  ? 

4  Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  diftant  Lands, 

Sing  loud  with  folemn  Voice  ; 
While  Britijb  Tongues  exalt  his  Praife, 
And  Britijb  Hearts  rejoice. 

5  He  the  Great  Lord,  the  fovereign  Judge, 

That  fits  enthron'd  Above, 
Wifely  commands  the  Worlds  he  made 
In  Juftice  and  in  Love. 

6  Earth  (ball  obey  her  Maker's  Will, 

And  yield  a  full  Increafe  ; 
Our  God  will  crown  his  chofen  Ifle 
With  Fruitfulnefs  and  Peace. 

7  God  the  Redeemer  fcatters  round 

His  choiceft  Favours  here, 
While  the  Creation's  utmoft  Bound 
Shall  fee,  adore  and  fear. 
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Psalm  LXVIII.  Firfi  Tart.     Ver.  I  —  6,  32—55. 

1%e  Vengeance  and  Ccmpajftcn  of  God. 

E  T  God  arife  in  all  his  Might, 
And  put  the  Troops  of  Hell  to  flight  ; 
As  Smoke  that  fought  to  cloud  the  Skies 
Before  the  rifing  Tempeft  flies. 

2  [He  comes  array'd  in  burning  Flames  ; 
Juftice  and  Vengeance  are  his  Names : 
Behold  his  fainting  Foes  ejrpire 
Like  melting  Wax  before  the  Fire.] 

3  He  rides  and  thunders  thro'  the  Sky  ; 
His  Name  Jehovah  founds  on  high  : 
Sing  to  his  Name,  ye  Sons  of  Grace  ; 
Ye  Saints,  rejoice  before  his  Face. 

14  The  Widow  and  the  Fatheriefs 
Fly  to  his  Aid  in  fharp  Diftrefs  : 
In  him  the  Poor  and  Helplefs  find 
A  Judge  that's  juft,  a  Father  kind. 

5  He  breaks  the  Captives  heavy  Chain, 
And  Prifoners  fee  the  Light  again : 
But  Rebels  that  difpute  his  Will 
Shall  dwell  in  Chains  and  Darknefs  ftiil. 

P  A   V   S    E. 

6  Kingdoms  and  Thrones  to  God  belong  ; 
Crown  him,  ye  Nations,  in  your  Song: 
His  wondrous  Names  and  Powers  rehearfe ; 
His  Honours  {hall  enrich  your  Ver!e. 

7  He  fhakes  the  Heavens  with  loud  Alarms  ; 
How  terrible  is  God  in  Arms  ! 

In  I/rael  are  his  Mercies  known, 
Ifrael  is  his  peculiar  Throne* 

S  Proclaim 
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8  Proclaim  him  King,  pronounce  him"  Bl  eft ; 
He  s  your  Defence,  your  Joy,  your  Reft: 
When  Terrors  rife  and  Nations  faint, 
God  is  the  Strength  of  every  Saint. 

Psalm  LXVIIL     Second  fart.    Ver.  17,  18. 
ChrijVs  Afcenftoriy  and  the  Gift  of  the  Spirit 

1  T    Ord,  when  thou  didft  afcend  on  high, 

J /  Ten  thoufand  Angels  fill'd  the  Sky  ; 

Thofe  heavenly  Guards  around  Thee  wait, 
Like  Chariots  that  attend  thy  State* 

2  Not  Sinai's  Mountain  could  appear 
More  glorious  when  the  Lord  was  there  ; 
While  he  pronounc'd  his  dreadful  Law, 
And  ftrook  the  chofen  Tribes  with  Awe, 

5  How  bright  the  Triumph  none  can  tell, 
When  the  rebellious  Powers  of  Hell 
That  thoufand  Souls  had  Captive  made, 
Were  all  in  Chains  like  Captives  led. 

4  Rais'd  by  his  Father  to  the  Throne 
He  fent  the  promis'd  Spirit  down, 
With  Gifts  and  Grace  for  Rebel- Men, 
That  God  might  dwell  on  Earth  again. 

Psalm  LXVIIL    Third  Part.  Ver.  19,9,20,21,22. 
Praife  for  Temporal  Blejfmgs  ;  or,  Common  and  /pe- 
dal Mercies. 

1  \S  7E  blefs  the  Lord,  the  Juft,  the  Good, 
V  V    Who  fills  our  Hearts  with  Joy  and  Food  ;  | 
Who  pours  his  Bleffings  from  the  Skies, 
And  loads  our  Days  with  rich  Supplies. 

2.  He  fends  the  Sun  his  Circuit  round, 
To  chear  the  Fruits,  to  warm  the  Ground  ; 

He] 
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He  bids  the  Clouds  with  plenteous  Rain 
Refrefh  the  thirfty  Earth  again. 

3  'Tis  to  his  Care  we  owe  our  Breath, 
And  all  our  near  Efcapes  from  Death: 
Safety  and  Health  to  God  belong  ; 

He  heals  the  Weak  and  guards  the  Strong. 

4  He  makes  the  Saint  and  Sinner  prove 
The  Common  Bleflings  of  his  Love  ; 
But  the  wide  Difference  that  remains 
Is  Endlefs  Joy  or  Endlefs  Pains. 

5  The  Lord  that  bruis'd  the  Serpent's  Head 
On  all  the  Serpent's  Seed  fhall  tread, 
The  ftubborn  Sinner's  Hope  confound, 
And  fmite  him  with  a  lafting  Wound. 

6  But  his  Right-hand  his  Saints  fhall  raife 
From  the  deep  Earth  or  deeper  Seas  ; 
And  bring  them  to  his  Courts  above, 
There  fhall  they  tafte  his  fpecial  Love. 

Psalm  LXIX.   i  — 14.     Firfi  Part.     Com.  Metre. 
'The  Sufferings  of  Chrift  for  our  Salvation. 

1  "  QAVE  me,  OGod,  the fwelling  Floods 

^)     8<  Break  in  upon  my  Soul : 
11  I  link  ;  and  Sorrows  o'er  my  Head 
11  Like  mighty  Waters  roll. 

2  "  I  cry  till  all  my  Voice  be  gone, 

11  In  Tears  I  wafte  the  Day  ; 
u  My  God,  behold  my  longing  Eyes, 
41  And  fhorten  thy  Delay. 

3  u  They  hate  my  Soul  without  a  Caufe, 

u  And  ftill  their  Number  grows  ; 
*c  More  than  the  Hairs  around  my  Head, 
u  And  mighty  are  my  Foes. 

G  4  "  'Twas 
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-4  "  'Twas  then  I  paid  that  dreadful  Debt 
"  That  Men  could  never  pay, 
41  And  gave  thofe  Honours  to  thy  Law 
"  Which  Sinners  took  away. 

•§  Thus  in  the  great  MeJfiaVs  Name 
The  royal  Prophet  mourns  ; 
Thus  he  awakes  our  Hearts  to  Grief, 
And  gives  us  Joy  by  turns. 

i6  "  Now  fhallthe  Saints  rejoice  and  find 
"  Salvation  in  my  Name, 
u  For  I  have  born  their  heavy  Load 
u  Of  Sorrow,  Pain  and  Shame. 

7  "  Grief  like  a  Garment  cloth'd  me  round, 

"  And  Sackcloth  was  my  Dreis, 
c<  While  I  procur'd  for  naked  Souls 
"  A  Robe  of  Righteoufnefs. 

8  w  Amongft  my  Brethren  and  the  Jews 

"  I  like  a  Stranger  flood, 
"  And  bore  their  vile  Reproach,  to  bring 
"  The  Gentiles  near  to  God. 

9  H  I  came  in  finful  Mortals  ftead 

"  To  do  my  Father's  Will; 
"  Yet  when  I  cleans'd  my  Father's  Houfe, 

c<  They  fcandaliz'd  my  Zeal. 

• 

so  "  My  Fading  and  my  holy  Groans 

"  Were  made  the  Drunkard's  Song  ; 
"  But  God  from  his  celeftial  Throne 
"  Heard  my  complaining  Tongue. 

xi  u  He  fav'd  me  from  the  dreadful  Deep, 

"  Nor  let  my  Soul  be  drown'd  ; 

a  He  rais'd  and  fix'd  my  finking  Feet 

«  On  well-eflabli(h'd  Ground. 

iz « "iy*i| 
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12  u  Twas  in  a  moft  accepted  Hour 
"  My  Pray'r  arofe  on  high, 
"  And  for  my  fake  my  God  {hall  hear 
"  The  dying  Sinner's  Cry. 

Psalm  LXIX.    14—21,  26,  29,  52.     Second  Part* 

Common  Metre. 

*The  Pajfion  and  Exaltation  of  Chrift. 

1  TV  TOW  let  our  Lips  with  holy  Fear 
1\|      And  mournful  Pleafure  fing 
The  Sufferings  of  our  great  High-prieft, 

The  Sorrows  of  our  King. 

2  He  finks  in  Floods  of  deep  Piftrefs ; 

How  high  the  Waters  rife  ! 
While  to  his  heavenly  Father's  Ear 
He  fends  perpetual  Cries. 

3  "  Hear  me,  O  Lord,  and  fave  thy  Son, 

"  Nor  hide  thy  fhiningFace  ; 
"  Why  {hould  thy  Favourite  look  like  One 
"  Forfaken  of  thy  Grace  ? 

4  "  With  Rage  they  perfecute  the  Man 

<c*  That  groans  beneath  thy  Wound, 
"  While  for  a  Sacrifice  I  pour 
"  My  Life  upon  the  Ground. 

J  u  They  tread  my  Honour  to  the  Duft,  4 

"  And  laugh  when  I  complain  ;  « 
"  Their  {harp  infulting  Slanders  add 
a  Frefh  Anguifti  to  my  Pain. 

tf  u  All  my  Reproach  is  known  to  Thee, 

"  The  Scandal  and  the  Shame  ; 
*  Reproach  has  broke  my  bleeding  Heart, 

"  And  Lies  dehTd  my  Name* 

Gz  7  « I 
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7  "  I  look'd  for  Pity,  but  in  vain  ; 

"  My  Kindred  are  my  Grief ; 
"  I  ask  my  Friends  for  Comfort  round, 
"  But  meet  with  no  Relief. 

8  "  With  Vinegar  they  mock  my  Thirft, 

"  They  give  me  Gall  for  Food  ; 
il  And  fportjng  with  my  dying  Groans 
"  They  triumph  in  my  Blood. 

9  "  Shine  in  to  my  diftrefled  Soul, 

"  Let  thy  Compaflions  fave  ; 
4i  And  tho'  my  Flefh  fink  down  to  Death, 
44  Redeem  it  from  the  Grave, 

io  "  I  fhall  arife  to  praife  thy  Name, 
"  Shall  reign  in  Worlds  unknown, 
"  And  thy  Salvation,  O  my  God, 
"  Shall  feat  me  on  thy  Throne. 

Psalm  LXIX.    Third  Part.     Common  Metre. 

Chrift'j  Obedience  and  Death  ;  or,  God  glorified  and 
■  Sinners  faved. 

r   T7Ather,  I  fing  thy  wondrous  Grace, 
J/      I  blefs  my  Saviours  Name, 
He  bought  Salvador)  for  the  Poor, 
And  bore  the  Sinner's  Shame. 

2  His  deepDiftrefs  has  raisVLus  high, 

His  Duty  and  his  Zeal 
Fulfiird  the  Law  which  Mortals  broke, 
And  finifh'd  all  thy  Will. 

3  His  dying  Groans,  his  living  Songs 

Shall  better  pleafe  my  God 
Than  Harp  or  Trumpet's  folemn  Sound, 
Than  Goats  or  Bullocks  Blood. 


4  Thil 
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4  This  fhall  his  humble  Followers  fee, 

And  fet  their  Hearts  at  reft  ; 
They  by  his  Death  draw  near  to  Thee, 
And  live  for  ever  bleft. 

5  Let  Heaven  and  all  that  dwell  on  high 

To  God  their  Voices  raife, 
While  Lands  and  Seas  affift  the  Sky, 
And  join  t'advance  the  Praife. 

6  Zion  is  thine,  Moil  holy  God 

Thy  Son  fhall  blefs  her  Gates ; 
And  Glory  purchas'd  by  his  Blood 
For  thy  own  Ifrael  waits. 

Psalm  LXIX.     Fir  ft  Part.     Long  Metre, 
ChrifVi  PaJTion,  and  Sinners  Salvation. 
1   T^\Eep  in  our  Hearts  let  us  record 
\^J  The  deeper  Sorrows  of  our  Lord  ; 
Behold  the  rifing  Billows  roll 
To  overwhelm  his  holy  Soul.  •* 

a  In  long  Complaints  he  fpends  his  Breath, 
While  Hofts  of  Hell,  and  Powers  of  Death, 
And  all  the  Sons  of  Malice  join 
To  execute  their  curft  Defign. 

3  Yet,  gracious  God,  thy  Power  and  Love 
Has  made  the  Curfe  a  Bleffing  prove  ; 
Thofe  dreadful  Sufferings  of  thy  Son 
Atton'd  for  Sins  which  we  had  done. 

4  The  Pangs  of  our  expiring  Lord 
The  Honours  of  thy  Law  reftor'd : 
His  Sorrows  made  thy  Juftice  known, 
And  paid  for  Follies  not  his  own. 

5  O  for  his  Sake  our  Guilt  forgive, 
And  let  the  mourning  Sinner  live  : 

G  3  The 


342  Psalms. 

The  Lord  will  hear  us  in  his  NTame, 
Nor  fhall  our  Hope  be  turn'd  to  Shame. 

Psalm  LXIX.  v,  7,  &c.  SecondPart.  Long  Metre, 

ChrihVj  Sufferings  and  Zeal, 
1  *~ipWas  for  thy  Sake,  Eternal  God, 
1     Thy  Son  fuftain'd  that  heavy  Load 
Of  bafe  Reproach  and  fore  Difgrace, 
And  Shame  denTd  his  facred  Face. 

%  The  Jews,  his  Brethren  and  his  Kin, 
Abus'd  the  Man  that  check'd  their  Sin  : 
While  he  fulfil'd  thy  holy  Laws, 
f  They  hate  him,  but  without  a  Caufe. 

5  \My  Fathers  Houfey  fa  id  he,  was  made 
A  Place  for  Worship,  not  for  'Trade  ; 
Then  fcattering  all  their  Gold  and  Brafs, 
He  fcourg'd  the  Merchants  from  the  Place.} 

4  [Zeal  for  the  Temple  of  his  God 
Confum'd  his  Life,  expos'd  his  Blood  : 
Reproaches  at  thy  Glory  thrown 

He  felt,  and  mourn sd  them  as  his  own.} 

5  [His  Friends  forfook,  his  Followers  fled, 
While  Foesamd  Armsfurround  his  Head  ; 
They  curfe  him  with  a  flanderous  Tongue, 
And  the  falfe  Judge  maintains  tli£  Wreng.J 

6  His  Life  they  load  with  hateful  Lies, 
And  charge  his  Lips  with  Blafphcmies  ; 
They  nail  him  to  the  fhameful  Tree  ; 
There  hung-  the  Man  that  dy'd  for  me. 

7  [Wretches  with  Hearts  as  hard  as  Stones 
Infult  his  Piety  and  Groans  : 

Gall  was  the  Food  tbey  gave  him  there, 
And  mock'dhis-  Thirft  with  Vinegar. J 

8  Eut 
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S  But  God  beheld  ;  and  from  his  Throne 
Marks  out  the  Men  that  hate  his  Son  ; 
The  Hand  that  rais'd  him  from  the  Dead,. 
Shall  pour  the  Vengeance  on  their  Head. 

Psalm  LXXI.     5—9.    Tirfi  Tart. 
'The  Aged  Saint's  F.cjleBion  and  Hope. 

1  A    \  Y  God,  my  everlafting  Hope, 
iVx     *  lr/e  upon  thy  Truth  ; 

Thine  Hands  have  held  my  Childhood  upj 
And  ftrength'ned  all  my  Youth. 

2  My  Flefh  wasfafhion'd  by  thy  Power, 

With  all  thefe  Limbs  of  mine  ; 
And  from  my  Mother's  painful  Hour 
I've  been  entirely  thine. 

5  Still  has  my  Life  new  Wonders  feen 
Repeated  ev'ry  Year  ; 
Behold  my  Days  that  yet  remain, 
I  truft  them  to  thy  Care. 

4  Caft  me  not  off  when  Strength  declines  v 

When  hoary  Hairs  arife  ; 
And  round  me  let  thy  Glory  fhine 
When  e'er  thy  Servant  dies, 

5  Then  in  the  Hiftory  of  my  Age, 

When  Men  review  my  Days, 
They'll  read  thy  Love  in  ev'ry  Page, 
In  ev'ry  Line  thy  Praife. 

Psalm  LXXI.     15,  14,  16,  23,  22,  24,    Second  Fart ; . 
Chrifr  our  Strength  and  Righteoufnefs. 

1   A/1Y  Saviour,  my  Almighty  Friend, 
±V±     When  I  begin  thy  Praife, 
Where  will  the  growing  Numbers  end, 
The. Numbers  of  thy  Grace  ? 

G  4.,  i-T&ouj 
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2  Thou  art  my  ererlafting  Truff, 

Thy  Goodnefs  I  adore  ? 
And  fince  I  knew  thy  Graces  firft 
I  fpeak  thy  Glories  more. 

3  My  Feet  fball  travel  all  the  Length 

Of  the  celeftial  Road, 
And  march  with  Courage  in  thy  Strength, 
To  fee  my  Father-God. 

4  When  I  am  fill'd  with  fore  Diftrefc 

For  fome  furprizing  Sin, 
I'll  plead  thy  perfeS  Righteoufnefs, 
And  mention  none  but  Thine. 

5  How  will  my  Lips  rejoice  to  tell 

The  Victories  of  my  King  ! 
My  Soul  redeem'd  from  Sin  and  Hell 
Shall  thy  Salvation  ling. 

6  [My  Tongue  fball  all  the  Day  proclaim 

My  Saviour  and  my  God  : 
His  Death  has  brought  my  Foes  to  fhame, 
And  drown'd  them  in  hi**Blood. 

7  Awake,  awake,  my  tuneful  Powers ; 

With  this  delightful  Song 
I'll  entertain  the  darkeft  Hours, 
Nor  think  the  Seafon  long. 3 

Psalm  LXXL     17  —  21.     'Third  Part. 

Ithe  Aged  Chriflans  Prayer    and  Song  ;    or,  Old 
Agey   Death  and  the  Refnrreclion. 

1    /^>OD  of  my  Childhood  and  my  Youth, 
vJF     The  Guide  of  all  my  Days, 
I  have  decJar'd  thy  heavenly  Truth, 
And  told  thy  wondrous  Ways. 

%  Wilt 
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2  Wilt  thou  forfake  my  hoary  Hairs, 

And  leave  my  fainting  Heart  ? 
Who  fhall  fuftain  my  finking  Years 
If  God  my  Strength  depart  ? 

3  Let  me  thy  Power  and  Truth  proclaim.    . 

To  the  Surviving  Age, 
And  leave  a-Savour  of  thy  Name 
When  I  fhall  quit  the  Stage, 

4  The  Land  of  Silence  and  of  Death 

Attends  my  next  Remove  ; 
O  may  thefe  poor  Remains  of  Breath 
Teach  the  wide  World  thy  Love  ! 

Pause. 

5  Thy  Righteoufnefs  is  deep  and  high, 

Unfearcbable  thy  Deeds  ; 
Thy  GIrory  fpreads  beyond  the  Sky, 
And  all  my  Praife  exceeds. 

6  Oft  have  I  heard  thy  Threatnings  roar, 

And  oft  endur'd  the  Grief ; 
But  when  thy  Hand  has  preft  me  fore* 
Thy  Grace  was  my  Relief. 

7  By  long  Experience  have  I  known 

Thy  fovereign  Power  to  fave  ; 
At  thy  Command  I  venture  down 
Securely  to  the  Grave. 

8  When  I  lie  buried  deep  in  Dull, 

My  Flefh  fhall  be  thy  Care  ; 
Thefe  withering  Limbs  with  thee  I  traft 
To  raife  them  ftrong  and  fair. 


G  5  Psalm 


$4Jt>  F  S  A    Z    ft  i 

Psalm  L&XII.     Firji  Tart. 
The  Kingdom  of  Chrift. 

1  /^ReatGod,  whofe  univerfal  Sway 

VJT  The  known  and  unknown  Worlds  obey,, 
Now  give  the  Kingdom  to  thy  Son, 
Extend  his  Power,  exalt  his  Throne. 

2  Thy  Scepter  well  becomes  his  Hands*. 
All  Heaven  fubmits  to  his  Commands  ; 

I     His  Juftice  fhall  avenge  the  Poor, 
And  Pride  and  Rage  prevail  no  more. 

3:  With  Power  he  vindicates  the  Juft, 
And  treads  th'Oppreffor  in  the  Duft  ; 
His  Worfhip  and  his  Fear  fhall  laft 
Till  Hours  and  Years  and  Time  be  panV 

4  As  Rain  on  Meadows  newly  mown, 
So  fhall  he  fend  his  Influence  down : 
His  Grace  on  fainting  Souls  diftils, 
Like  heavenly  Dew  on  thirfty  Hills. 

5  The  Heathen  Lands  that  lie  beneath 
The  Shades  of  overfpreading  Deatfv 
Revive  at  his  firft  dawning  Light, 
And  Defarts  bloflbm  at  the  Sight. 

t  The  Saints  fhall  flouriftt  in  his  Days, 
Dreft  in  the  Robes  of  Joy  and  Praife$< 
Peace  like  a  River  from  his  Throne 
Shall  flow  to  Nations  yet  unknown* 

P  s  a  im  LXXIL     Second  Part: 
Gh rift's  Kingdom  among  the  Gentiles. 
%  TE5I75  fhall  reign  where  e'er  the  Sun 
J  Does  his  fuccellive  Journeys  run  ; 
His  Kingdom  ftretch  from  Shore  to  Shore, 
Till  Moons  fhall  wax  and  wane  so  more. 

z  [Behoki 
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2  [Behold  the  Iflands  witn  their  Kings, 
And  Europe  her  be  ft  Tribute  brings  ; 
From  North  to  South  the  Princes  meet 
To  pay  their  Homage  at  his  Feet. 

3  There  Terjla  glorious  to  behold, 
There  India  fhines  in  E  a  ft  em  Gold  ; 
And  barbarous  Nations  at  his  Word 
Submit  and  bow  and  own  their  Lord.] 

4.  For  him  fhall  eadlefs  Pray  x  be  made, 
And  Praifes  throng  to  crown  his  Head  %  , 
His  Name  like  fweet  Perfume  fhall  rife 
With  every  Morning  Sacrifice. 

5  People  and  Realms  of  every  Tongue 
Dwell  on  his  Love  with  fweeteft  Song  \ 
And  Infant- Voices  fhall  proclaim 
Their  early  Bleffings  on  his  Name. 

(  Bleffings  abound  where  e'er  he  reigns, 
The  Prifoner  leaps  to  lofe  his  Chains, 
The  Weary  find  eternal  Reft, 
And  all  the  Sons  of  Want  are  bleft. 

"j  £  Where  he  difplays  his  healing  Power, 
Death  and  the  Curfe  are  known  no  more  j 
In  him  the  Tribes  of  Adam  boaft 
More  Bleffings  than  their  Father  lofh. 

3  Let  «very  Creature  rife  and  bring, 
Peculiar  Honours  to  our  King : 
Angels  defcend  with  Songs  again,  . 
And  Earth  repeat  the  long  Amen.] 

Psalm  LXXIIL    Fir  ft  Part.    Common  Metre. 
Afflicted  Saints  happy ,  and  frofperous  Sinners  curfed* 
l   ^JOW  1  Jn  convinc'd,  the  Lord  is  kind 
jJN     To  Men  of  Heart  fincere  * 

Yet-. 
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Yet  once  my  foolifli  Thoughts  repined, 
And  bordered  on  Defpair. 

a  I  grrev'd  to  fee  the  Wicked  thrive, 
Andfpoke  with  angry  Breath, 
44  How  pleafant  and  profane  they  live ! 
"  How  peaceful  is  their  Death  ! 

3  a  With  well-fed  Flefh  and  haughty  Eyes 

"  They  lay  their  Fears  to  deep; 
il  Againft  the  Heavens  their  Slanders  rife, 
u  While  Saints  in  Silence  weep. 

4  c<  In  rain  I  lift  my  Hands  to  pray, 

<l  And  cleanfe  my  Heart  in  vain,. 
u  For  I  am  chaftend  all  the  Day, 
u  The  Night  renews  my  Pain. 

5  Yet  while  my  Tongue  indulg'd  Complaint^ 

I  felt  my  Heart  reprove  ; 
"  Sure  I  fhall  thus  offend  thy  Saints, 
"  And  grieve  the  Men  I  love. 

6  But  ftiH  I  found  my  Doubts  too  hard, 

The  Conflict  too  fevere, 
Till  I  retir'd  to  fearch  thy  Word, 
And  learn  thy  Secrets  there. 

7  There,  as  in  fome  prophetic  Glafs, 

I  faw  the  Sinner's  Feet 
High-mounted  on  a  flippery  Place 
Befide  a  fiery  Pit. 

8  I  heard  the  Wretch  profanely  boaft, 

Till  at  thy  Frown  he  fell  ; 
His  Honours  in  a  Dream  were  loft, 
And  he  awakes  in  Hell. 


9  Lord  j 
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9  Lord,  what  an  envious  Fool  I  was  f 

How  like  a  thoughtlefs  Beaft  ! 

Thus  to  fufpeft  thy  promis'd  Grace, 

And  think  the  Wicked  bleft. 

10  Yet  I  was  kept  from  full  Defpair, 

Upheld  by  Power  unknown ; 
That  blefled  Hand  that  broke  the  Snare 
Shall  guide  me  to  thy  Throne. 

Psalm  LXXIII.  23—  28.  id  Part.  Common  Metre, 
God  our  Portion  here  and  hereafter* 

1  f~>  O  D  my  Supporter  and  my  Hope, 
V_J     My  Help  for  ever  near, 
Thine  Arm  of  Mercy  held  me  up 

When  finking  in  Defpair. 

2  Thy  Counfek,  Lord,  fh all  guide  my  Feet 

Through  this  dark  Wildernefs  ; 
Thine  Hand  conduft  me  near  thy  Seat, 
To  dwell  before  thy  Face. 

3  Were  I  in  Heaven  without  my  God, 

'Twould  be  no  Joy  to  me  ; 
And  whilft  this  Earth  is  my  Abode, 
I  long  for  none  but  Thee. 

4  What  if  the  Springs  of  Life  were  broke, 

And  Flelh  and  Heart  fbould  faint, 
God  is  my  Soul's  eternal  Rock, 
The  Strength  of  ev'ry  Saint. 

5  Behold,  the  Sinners  that  remove 

Far  from  thy  Prefence  die  ; 
Not  all  the  Idol-Gods  they  love 
Can  fave  them  when  they  cry/ 

6  But  to  draw  near  to  Thee,  my  God, 

Shall  be  my  frveet  JEmploy  ; 

My 
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My  Tongue  ftiall  found  thy  Works  abroad, 
And  tell  the  World  my  Joy. 

Psalm   LXXIII.     22,3,6,17 — 20..   Long  Metre, 
'the  Profperity  of  Sinners  curfed, 

1   T     Or  d,  what  a  thoughtlefs  Wretch  was  X, 

Jj /  To  mourn  and  murmur  and  repine 

To  fee  the  Wicked  plac'd  on  high, 
In  Pride  and  Robes  of  Honour  Ihine  ! 

%  But  O  their  End  !  their. dreadful  End  J  - 
Thy  San&uary  taught  me  fo : 
On  flippery  Rocks  I  fee  them  ftand, 
And  fiery  Billows  roll  below. 

3 ;  Now  let  them  bbaft  how  tall  they  rifej 
I'll  never  envy  them  again  ; 
There  they  may  ftand  with  haughty  Eyes5 
Till  they  plunge  deep  in  endlefs  Pain. 

4  Their  fancy'd  Joys  how  faft  they  flee  ? 
Juft  like  a  Dream  when  Man  awakes  ^ 
Their  Songs  of  fofteft  Harmony 

Are  but  a  Preface  to  their  Plagues. 

5  Now  I  efteem  their  Mirth  and  Wine, 

I     Too  dear  to  purchafe  with  my  Blood  ; 
Lord,  'tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine. 
My  Life,  my  Portion,  and  my  God. 

Psalm  LXXIII.     Short  Metre* 
'The  My  fiery  of  Providence  unfolded, 

1  OUre  there's  a  righteous  God, 
^  Nor  is  Religion  vain  ; 

Tho'  Men  of  Vice  may  boaft  aloud. 
And  Men  of  Grace  complain. 

2  I  faw  the  Wicked  rife, 
And  felt  my  Heart  xepine, , 

White: 
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While  haughty  Fools  with  fcornfjl  Eyes 
In  Robe's  of  Honour  fhine. 

3  ["Pamper'd  with  wanton  Eafe 
Their  Flefh  looks  full  and  fair, 

Their  Wealth  rolls  in  like  flowing  Sea^y 
And  grows  without  their  Care. 

4  Free  from  the  Plagues  and  Pains 
That  pious  Souls  endure, 

Thro' all  their  Life  Oppreflion  reigns, 
And  racks  the  humble  Poor. 

5  Their  impious  Tongues  blafpheme 
The  everlafting  God  ; 

Their  Malice  Wafts  the  good  Man's  Name^ 
And  fpreads  their  Lies  abroad, 

6  But  I  with  flowing  Tears 
Indulg'd  my  Doubts  to  rife  ; 

44  Is  there  a  God  that  fees  or  hears 
"  The  Things  below  the  Skies  ?] 

7  The  Tumults  of  my  Thought 
Held  me  in  hard  Sufpenfe, 

Till  to  thy  Houfe  my  Feet  were  brought 
To  learn  thy  Juftice  thence. 

8  Thy  Word  with  Light  and  Power 
Did  my  Miftakes  amend  ; 

I  view'd  the  Sinners  Life  before.. 
But  here  I  learnt  their  End* 

9  On  what  a  flippery  Steep 
The  thoughtJefs  Wretches  go  ? 

And  O  that  dreadful  fiery  Deep 
That  waits  their  Fall  below  J . 

it  Lord, 
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io  Lord,  at  thy  Feet  I  bow, 

My  Thoughts  no  more  repine : 
I  call  my  God  my  Portion  now, 

And  all  my  Powers  are  thine* 

Psalm    LXXIV. 
The  Church  pleading  with  God  under  fore  Terfecutions, 
i   T  TC  Till  God  for  ever  call  us  off  1 
\  V      His  Wrath  fot  ever  fmoak 
Againft  the  People  of  his  Love, 
His  little  chblen  Flock  l 

z  Think  of  the  Tribes  fo  dearly  bought 
With  their  Redeemer's  Blood  ; 
Nor  let  thy  Sion  be  forgot, 
Where  once  thy  Glory  flood. 

5  Lift  up  thy  Feet,  and  march  in  hafte, 
Aloud  ow  Ruin  calls  ; 
See  what  a  wide  and  fearful  Wafte 
Is  made  within  thy  Walls. 

4  Where  once  thy  Churches  prayrd  and  fang, 

Thy  Foes  profanely  roar  ; 
Over  thy  Gates  their  Enfigns  hang, 
Sad  Tokens  of  their  Power. 

5  How  are  the  Seats  of  Worfhip  broke  f 

They  tear  the  Buildings  down, 
And  he  that  deals  the  heavieft  Stroke 
Procures  the  chief  Renown. 

4  With  Flames  they  threaten  to  deftroy 
Thy  Children  in  their  Neft  ; 
Come  let  us  hum  at  once,  they  cry, 
The  Temple  and  the  Friefi. 

7  And  ftill  to  heighten  our  Difrrefs 
Thy  Pretence  is  withdrawn  ; 

Thy 
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Thy  wonted  Signs  of  Power  and  Grace, 
Thy  Power  and  Grace  are  gone. 

8  No  Prophet  fpeaks  to  calm  our  Woes, 

But  all  the  Seers  mourn  ; 
There's  not  a  Soul  amongft  us  knows 
The  Time  of  thy  Return- 

Pa  use. 

9  How  long,  Eternal  God,  how  long 

Shall  Men  of  Pride  blafpheme  \ 
Shall  Saints  be  made  their  endlefs  Song, 
And  bear  immortal  Shame? 

10  Can'ft  thou  for  ever  fit  and  hear 

Thine  holy  Name  profan'd  ? 
And  flill  thy  Jealoufy  forbear, 
And  (till  with-hold  thine  Hand  ? 

1 1  What  ftrange  Deliv'rance  haft  thou  fhows 

In  Ages  long  before  ? 
And  now  no  other  God  we  own, 
No  other  God  adore. 

12  Thou  didft  divide  the  raging  Sea 

By  thy  refiftlefs  Might, 
To  make  thy  Tribes  a  wondrous  Way, 
And  then  fecure  their  Flight. 

1 3  Is  not  the  World  of  Nature  thine, 

The  Darknefs  and  the  Day? 
Did 'ft  not  thou  bid  the  Morning  fhine, 
And  mark  the  Sun  his  Way  ? 

14  Hath  not  thy  Power  form'd  every  Coaft, 

And  fet  the  Earth  its  Bounds, 
With  Summers  Heat,  and  Winters  Froft, 
In  their  perpetual  Rounds  ? 

15  And 
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15  And  {hall  the  Sons  of  Earth  and  Dutf 

That  facred  Power  blafpherae  ? 
Will  not  thy  Hand  that  form'd  them  firft 
Avenge  thine  injur'd  Name  ? 

16  Think  on  the  Covenant  thou  haft  made, 

And  all  thy  Words  of  Love  ; 

Nor  let  the  Birds  of  Prey  invade 

And  vex  thy  mourning  Dove. 

17  Our  Foes  would  triumph  in  our  Blood, 

And  make  our  Hope  their  Jeft  ; 
Plead  thy  own  Caufe,   Almighty  God, 
And  give  thy  Children  Reft.* 

Psalm    LXXV. 

Tower  and  Government  from  God  alone, 

Apply'd  to  the  Glorious  Revolution  by  King 
William,  or  the  Happy  AccefEon  of  King 
George  to  the  Throne. 

1  'THO  Thee,  moft  Holy,  and  moft  High, 

JL     To  Thee  we  bring  our  thankful  Praife  ; 
Thy  Works  declare  thy  Name  is  nigh, 
Thy  Works  of  Wonder  and  of  Grace, 

2  Britain  was  doom'd  to  be  a  Slave, 
Jier  Frame  diflblv'd  ;  her  Fears  were  great ; 
"When  God  a  new  Supporter  gave 
To  bear  the  Pillars  of  the  State. 

3  He  from  thy  Ha*id  receiVd  his  Crown, 
And  fware  to  rule  by  wholfome  Laws  ; 
His  Foot  fhall  tread  th*  Oppreflfor  down, 
His  Arm  defend  the  righteous  Caufe, 

4  Let  haughty  Sinners  fink  their  Pride, 
Nor  lift  fo  high  their  fcornful  Head  ; 

Butt 
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But  lay  their  foolifli  Thoughts  afide, 
And  own  the  King  that  God  hath  made. 

5  Such  Honours  never  come  by  Chance, 
Nor  do  the  Winds  Promotion  blow  : 
'Tis  God  the  Judge  doth  one  advance, 
'Tis  God  that  Jays  another  low. 

6  No  vain  Pretence  to  Royal  Birth 
Shall  fix  a  Tyrant  on  the  Throne  : 
God  the  Great  Sovereign  of  the  Earth 
Will  rife  ^nd  make  his  Juftice  known. 

7  [His  Hand  holds  out  the  dreadful  Cup 
Of  Vengeance  mix'd  with  various  Plagues, 
To  make  the  Wicked  drink  them  up, 
Wring  out  and  tafle  the  bitter  Dregs. 

8  Now  fhall  the  Lord  exalt  the  Juft, 
And  while  he  tramples  on  the  Proud, 
And  lays  their  Glory  in  the  Duft, 
My  Lips  fliall  fing  his  Praife  aloud.] 

Psalm    LXXVI: 

Ifrael  favd,  and  the  Aflyrians  defroy'd;    or,  God*s 
Vengeance  againji  his   Enemies   proceeds  from  bis 

Church. 

I   TN  Judah  God  of  old  was  knowfl  ; 
1     His  Name  in  Ifrael  great  ; 
In  Salem  flood  his  holy  Throne, 
And  Zion  was  his  Seat. 

Among  the  Praifes  of  his  Saints 

His  Dsvelling  there  he  chofe  ; 
There  he  receiv'd  their  juft  Complaints 

Againft  their  haughty  Foes. 

Z  From 
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3  From  Zion  went  his  dreadful  Word, 

And  broke  the  threatning  Spear  ; 
The  Bow,  the  Arrows  and  the  Sword, 
And  crufh'd  th'  Ajfyrian  War. 

4  What  are  the  Earth's  wide  Kingdoms  elfe 

But  mighty  Hills  of  Prey  ? 
The  Hill  "on  which  Jehovah  dwells 
Is  Glorious  more  than  they. 

5  'Twas  Zions  King  that  ftopM  the  Breath 

Of  Captains  and  their  Bands  : 
The  Men  of  Might  flept  fa  ft  in  Death, 
And  never  found  their  Hands. 

6  At  thy  Rebuke,  O  Jacob's  God,- 

Both  Horfe  and  Chariot  fell : 
Who  knows  the  Terrors  of  thy  Rod  ? 
Thy  Vengeance  who  can  tell  1 

7  What  Power  can  (land  before  thy  Sight 

When  once  thy  Wrath  appears  1 
When  Heaven  fhines  round  with  dreadful  Light, 
The  Earth  lies  frill  and  fears. 

3  When  God  in  his  own  Sovereign  Ways 
Comes  down  to  fave  th'  Oppreft, 
The  Wrath  of  Man  (hall  work  his  Praife, 
And  he'll  reftrain  the  reft. 

9  £Vow  to  the  Lord,  and  Tribute  bring, 
Ye  Princes,  fear  his  Frown  : 
His  Terror  fhakes  the  proudeft  King, 
And  cuts  an  Army  down. 

io  The  Thunder  of  his  (harp  Rebuke 
Our  haughty  Foes  fhall  feel  : 
For  Jacob's  God  hath  not  forfook, 
But  dwells  in  Zion  ftill] 

Psalm 
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Psalm  LXXVII.     Firfi  Part. 
Melancholy  ajfauhingy  and  Hope  prevailing. 
1   np*0  God  I  cry'd  with  mournful  Voice, 
X       I  fought  his  gracious  Ear, 
In  the  fad  Day  when  Troubles  rofe, 
And  filTd  the  Night  with  Fear. 

%  Sad  weremy^Days  and  dark  my  Nights, 
My  Soul  refus'd  Relief: 
I  thought  on  God  the  Juft  and  Wife, 
But  Thoughts  increased  my  Grief. 

3  Still  I  cotnplain'd,  and  frill  oppreft, 

My  Heart  began  to  break  ; 
My  God,  thy  Wrath  forbid  my  Reft, 
And  kept  my  Eyes  awake. 

4  My  overwhelming  Sorrows  grew 

Till  I  could  fpeak  no  more  ; 
Then  I  within  my  felf  withdrew, 
And  caird  thy  Judgments  o  er. 

5  I  call'd  back  Years  and  ancient  Times 

When  I  beheld  thy  Face  ; 
My  Spirit  fearch'd  for  fecret  Crimes 
That  might  with -hold  thy  Grace. 

6  I  call'd  thy  Mercies  to  my  Mind 

Which  I  enjoy 'd  before  ; 
And  will  the  Lord  no  more  be  kind  ? 
His  Face  appear  no  more  ? 

7  Will  he  for  ever  cafl:  me  off? 

His  Promife  ever  fail  ? 
Has  he  forgot  his  tender  Love  ? 
Shall  Anger  frill  prevail  ? 

$  But  I  forbid  this  hopelefs  Thought, 
This  dark  defpairing  Frame, 

Remem- 
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Rememb'ring  what  thy  Hand  hath  wrought ; 
Thy  Hand  is  ftill  the  fame. 

£  Til  think  again  of  all  thy  Ways, 
Andjtalk  thy  Wonders  o'er  ; 
Thy  wonders  of*  recovering  Grace, 
When  Flefh  could  hope  no  more, 

10  Grace  dwells  with  Juftice  on  the  Throne  ; 
And  Men  that  love  thy  Word 
Have  in  thy  San&uary  knowri 
The  Counfels  of  the  Lord. 

Psalm  LXXVII.     Second  Part. 

Comfort  derivd  from  ancient  Providences  ;   or,  Ifrael 
deliver  d  from  Egypt  and  brought  to  Canaan, 

1  "  T  TOW  awful  is  thy  chaftmng  Rod  ?. 

XX    (May  thy  own  Children  fay) 
"  The  Great,  the  Wife,  the  dreadful  God  ! 
"  How  holy  is  his  Way  ! 

2  I'll  meditate  his  Works  of  old  ; 

The  King  that  reigns  above  ; 
I'll  hear  his  antient  Wonders  told, 
And  learn  to  truft  his  Love. 

3  Long  did  the  Houfe  of  Jofeph  lye 

With  Egypt's  Yoke  oppreft  ; 
Long  he  delay 'd  to  hear  their  Cry, 
Nor  gave  his  People  Reft. 

4  The  Sons  of  good  old  Jacob  feem'4 

Abandoned  to  their  Foes  ; 
But  his  Almighty  Arm  redeem'd 
The  Nation  that  he  chofe. 

§  Ifrael  his  People  and  his  Sheep 
Muft  follow  where  he  calls ; 

He 
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He  bid  them  venture  thro*  the  Deep, 
And  made  the  Waves  their  Walls. 

6  The  Waters  faw  Thee,  mighty  God, 

The  Waters  faw  Thee,  come  ; 
Backward  they  fled,  and  frighted  flood 
To  make  thine  Armies  Room. 

7  Strange  was  thy  Journey  thro'  the  Sea, 
Thy  Foot-fteps  Lord,  unknown  : 

Terrors  attend  the  wond'rous  Way 
That  brings  thy  Mercies  down. 

15  [Thy  Voice  with  Terror  in  the  Sound 
Thro'  Clouds  and  Darknefs  broke  : 
All  Heaven  in  Lightning  {hone  around, 
And  Earth  with  Thunder  fhook. 

9  Thine  Arrows  thro' the  Skies  were  hurl'd  ; 
How  glorious  is  the  Lord  ! 
Surprize  and  Trembling  feiz'd  the  World, 
And  his  own  Saints  ador'd. 

20  He  gave  them  Water  from  the  Rock  ; 
And  fafe  by  Mofes  hand 
Thro*  a  dry  Defart  led  his  Flock 
Home  to  the  promis'4  Land.] 

Psalm  LXXVHL    Ftrfi  Patt 

Providences  of  trod  recorded  ;  or,  Pious  Education  and 
Inftruftion  of  Children* 
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ET  Children  hear  the  mighty  Deed? 
Which  God  perfdrm'd  of  old, 
Which  in  our  younger  Years  we  faw, 
And  which  our  Fathers  told. 


a  He  bids  us  make  his  Glories  known, 
His  Works  of  Power  and  Graee  : 


And 
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And  we'll  convey  his  Wonders  down 
Thro'  every  rifing  Race. 

5  Our  Lips  {hall  tell  them  to  our  Sons, 
And  they  again  to  theirs, 
That  Generations  yet  unborn 
May  teach  them  to  their  Heirs. 

4  Thus  fhall  they  learn,  in  God  alone 

Their  Hope  fecurely  ftands, 
That  they  may  ne'er  forget  his  Works, 
But  pra&ife  his  Commands. 

Psalm  LXXVIII.     Second  Tart. 

IfraelV  Rebellion  and  Punifbment  \  or,  The  Sins  and 
Chajlifements  of  God's  People* 

1  /^V  What  a  ftiff  rebellious  Houfe 
V^y     Was  Jacob's  antient  Race  ! 
Falfe  to  their  own  raoft  folemn  Vows, 

And  to  their  Maker's  Grace. 

2  They  broke  the  Cov'nant  of  his  Love, 

And  did  his  Laws  defpife, 
Forgot  the  Works  he  wrought  to  prove 
His  Power  before  their  Eyes. 

5  They  faw  the  Plagues  on  Egypt  light 

From  his  revenging  Hand  : 
What  dreadful  Tokens  of  his  Might 
Spread  o'er  the  ftubborn  Land  ! 

4  They  faw  him  cleave  the  mighty  Sea, 

And  march'd  in  Safety  thro1, 
With  wat'ry  Walls  to  guard  their  Way> 
Till  they  had  Tcap'd  the  Foe. 

5  A  wondrow^Pillar  mark'd  the  Road, 

Compos'd  of  Shade  and  Light ; 
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By  Day  it  prov'd  a  fhelt'ring  Cload, 
A  leading  Fire  by  Night. 

6  He  from  the  Rock  their  Thirft  fupply'd  • 

The  gufhing  Waters  fell, 
And  ran  in  Rivers  by  their  fide, 
A  conftant  Miracle. 

7  Yet  they  provok'd  the  Lord  moft  high, 

And  dar'd  diftruft  his  Hand  ; 
il  Can  he  with  Bread  our  Hofi  fupply 
"  Amidjl  thisDef art  Land* 

8  The  Lord  with  Indignation  heard# 
And  caus'd  his  Wrath  to  flame ; 

His  Terrors  ever  ftand  prepaid 
To  vindicate  his  Name. 

Psalm  LXXVIIL     'Third  Part. 

fumfornent  of  Luxury  and  Intemperance  ;    or, 
Chajllfement  and  Salvation, 

ll   T?[  7Hen  Jfrael  fins,  the  Lord  reprover, 

V  V      And  fills  their  Hearts  with  Dread  ; 
Yet  he  forgives  the  Men  he  loves, 
And  fends  them  heavenly  Bread. 

He  fed  them  with  a  liberal  Hand, 

And  made  his  Treafures  known  ; 
He  gave  the  Midnight-Clouds  Command 

To  pour  Provifion  down. 

The  Manna  like  a  Morning  fhow'r 

Lay  thick  around  their  Feet ; 
The  Corfcof  Heaven  fo  light,  fo  pure, 

As  tho'  'twere  Angels  Meat. 

But  they  in  murmuring  Language  faid, 
"  Manna  is  all  our  Feaft  ] 
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l<  We  loath  this  light,  this  airy  Bread  ; 
tt  We  muft  have  Flefh  to  talle. 

5  "  Te  Jhall  have  Flpjb  to  pleafe  your  Luft, 
The  Lord  in  Wrath  reply'd, 
And  fent  them  Quails  like  Sand  or  Duft, 
Heap'd  up  from  Side  to  Side. 

€  He  gave  them  all  their  own  Defire  ; 
And  greedy  as  they  fed, 
His  Vengeance  buint  with  fecret  Fire, 
And  fmote  the  Rebels  dead. 

7  When  fome  were  flain,  the  reft  return 'd, 
And  fought  the  Lord  with  Tears  ; 
Under  the  Rod  they  fear'd  and  mourn'd, 
But  foon  forgot  their  Fears. 

S  Oft  he  chaftis'd,  and  ftill  forgave, 

Till  by  his  gracious  Hand 

The  Nation  he  refolv'd  to  fave, 

Poffeft  the  promis'd  Land. 

Psalm  LXXVIII.  Ver.  32,  ©V.    Fourth  Part. 

Backflldlng  and  Forgiveness  ;    or,   Sin  punijh'd  and 
Saints  faved, 

1    /*~>ReatGod,  how  oft  did  Ifrael prove 
V 3  By  turns  thine  Anger  and  thy  Love  ?j 
There  in  a  Glafs  our  Hearts  may  fee 
How  fickle  and  how  falfe  they  be. 

z  How  foon  the  faithlefs  Jews  forgot 
The  dreadful  Wonders  God  had  wrought ! 
Then  they  provoke  him  to  his  Face, 
Nor  fear  his  Power,  nor  rruft  his  Grace. 

3  The  Lord  confum'd  their  Years  in  Pain, 
And  made  their  Travels  long  and  vain ; 
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A  tedious  March  thro'  unknown  Ways 

Wore  out  their  Strength  and  fpent  their  Days. 

4  Oft  when  they  faw  their  Brethren  flain, 
They  mourn'd,  and  fought  the  Lord  again  ; 
Cali'd  him  the  Rock  of  their  Abode, 
Their  high  Redeemer  and  their  God. 

5  Their  Pray'rs  and  Vows  before  him  rife 
As  flattering  Words  or  folemn  Lies, 
While  their  rebellious  Tempers  prove 
Falfe  to  his  Cov  nant  and  his  Love. 

6  Yet  did  his  Sovereign  Grace  forgive 
The  Men  who  not  defer v'd  to  live  ; 
His  Anger  oft  away  he  turn'd, 

Or  elfe  with  gentle  Flame  it  burn'd. 

7  He  faw  their  Flefli  was  weak  and  frail, 
He  faw  Temptations  ftill  prevail  ; 
The  God  of  Abraham  lov'd  them  ftill, 
And  led  them  to  his  holy  Hill. 

Psalm  LXXX. 

The  Church's  Prayer  under  Affli&ion;  or,  The  Vine- 
yard of  God  wafted. 

GReat  Shepherd  of  thine  Ifrael, 
Who  didft  between  the  Cherubs  dwell, 
And  lead  the  Tribes,  thy  chofen  Sheep, 
Safe  thro'  the  Defart  and  the  Deep. 

Thy  Church  is  in  the  Defart  now, 
Shine  from  on  high  and  guide  us  thro' ; 
Turn  us  to  Thee,  thy  Lo  :e  reftore, 
We  fhall  be  fav'd,  and  ilgh  no  more- 
Great  God,  whom  heavenly  Hofts  obey, 
How  long  fhall  we  lament,  and  pray, 
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'And  wait  in  vain  thy  kind  Return  ? 
How  long  (hall  thy  fierce  Anger  burn  ? 

4  Inftead  of  Wine  and  chearful  Bread 
Thy  Saints  with  their  own  Tears  are  fed ; 
Turn  us  to  Thee,  thy  Love  reftore, 

We  fhall  be  fav'd,  and  figh  no  more. 

Pause     I. 

5  Haft  thou  not  planted  with  thy  Hands 
A  lovely  Vine  in  Heathen  Lands  ? 
Did  not  thy  Power  defend  it  round, 
And  heavenly  Dews  enrich  the  Ground  ? 

6  How  did  the  fpreading  Branches  fhoot, 
And  blefs  the  Nations  with  the  Fruit ! 
But  now,  dear  Lord,  look  down  and  fee 
Thy  mourning  Vine,  that  lovely  Tree. 

7  Why  is  its  Beauty  thus  defac'd  ? 
Why  haft  thou  laid  her  Fences  wafte  ? 
Strangers  and  Foes  againft  her  join, 
And  every  Beaft  devours  the  Vine. 

8  Return,  Almighty  God,  return; 

Nor  let  thy  bleeding  Vineyard  mourn  : 
Turn  us  to  Thee,  thy  Love  reftore, 
We  fhall  be  fav'd,  and  figh  no  more- 

Pause     II. 
p  Lord,  when  this  Vine  in  Canaan  grew 
Thou  waft  its  Strength  and  Glory  too  ; 
Attacked  in  vain  by  all  its  Foes 
Till  the  fair  Branch  of  ttomife  rofe. 

io  Fair  Branch,  ordain'd  of  old  to  fhoot 
From  David's  Stock,  from  Jacob's  Root ; 
Himfelf  a  noble  Vine  ;  and  we 
The  kffer  Branches  of  the  Tree. 
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1 1  'Tis  thy  own  Son  ;  and  he  fhail  (land 
Girt  with  thy  Strength  at  thy  Right-hand  ; 
Thy  firft-born  Son,  adorn'd  and  bleft 
With  Posver  and  Grace  above  the  reft.  ! 

1 2  O !  for  his  fake  attend  our  Cry, 
Shine  on  thy  Churches  left  they  die  ; 
Turn  us  tG  Thee,  thy  Love  reft  :re, 
We  fhall  be  fav'd,  and  figh  no  more, 

Psaim  LXXXI.     i, -S  —  \6. 

Tt:e  Warnings  of  God  to  his  People  ;    ©r,  Sfmtud} 

Bfeflings  and  Punijlments* 

1  QIng  to  the  Lord  aloud, 

^J  And  make  a  joyful  Noife  : 
God  is  our  Strength,  our  Saviour  God  ; 
Let  Ifrael  hear  his  Voice, 

2  "  From  vile  Idolatry 

"  Preferve  my  Worfhip  clean  ; 
u  I  am  the  Lord  who  fet  thee  Free 
*  From  Slavery  and  Sin. 

3  "  Stretch  thy  Defires  abroad, 
11  And  111  fupply  them  well  ; 

11  But  if  ye  will  refufe  your  God, 
"  If  Ifrael  will  rebel  ; 

4  "  1*11  leave  them,  faith  the  Lord, 
"  To  their  own  Lufts  a  Prey, 

u  And  let  them  run  the  dangerous  Road  \ 
"  'Tis  their  own  chofen  Way. 

5  "  Yet,  O  !  that  all  my  Saints 

"  Would  hearken  to  my  Voice  ! 
"  Soon  I  would  eafe  their  fore  Complaints, 
"  And  bid  their  Hearts  rejoice. 
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6  "  While  I  deftroy  their  Foes, 

il  I'd  richly  feed  my  Flock, 
41  And  they  fhould  tafte  the  Stream  that  flows 

u  From  their  Eternal  Rock. 

Psalm    LXXXII. 

God  the  Supreme  Governor  ;    or,  Magiflrates  warned* 
%     A   Mong  th'  AiTemblies  of  the  Great 
XX  A  greater  Ruler  takes  his  Seat  ; 
The  God  of  Heaven  as  Judge  furveys 
Thofe  Gods  on  Earth  and  all  their  Ways* 

■2  Why  will  ye  then  frame  wicked  Laws  1 
Or  why  fupport  thf  unrighteous  Caufe  ? 
When  will  ye  once  defend  the  Poor, 
That  Sinners  vex  the  Saints  no  more  ? 

3  They  know  not,  Lord,  nor  will  they  know : 
Dark  are  the  Ways  in  which  they  go  : 
Their  Name  of  Earthly  Gods  is  vain, 

For  they  fhall  fall  and  die  like  Men, 

4  Arife,  O  Lord,  and  let  thy  Son 
Poflfcfs  his  univeifal  Throne, 

And  rule  the  Nations  with  his  Rod : 
Ke  is  our  Judge,  and  He  our  God, 

Psalm    LXXXlII. 

A  Complaint  atrainjl  Terfecutoru 
i     AND  will  the  God  of  Grace 

Ji\  Perpetual  Silence  keep  i 
The  God  of  juftice  hold  his  Peace> 

And  let  his  Vengeance  fleep  ? 

2  Behold,  what  curfed  Snares 

The  Men  of  Mifchief  fpread  ; 
The  Men  that  hate  thy  Saints  andThee 

Lift  up  their  thieatning  Head, 

j  "  Againfi: 
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z  Againft  thy  hidden  Ones 

Their  Counfels  they  employ, 
And  Malice  with  her  watchful  Eye 

Purfues  them  to  dcftroy. 

4  The  Noble  and  the  Bafe 
Into  thy  Pa  flares  leep  ; 

The  Lion  and  the  ftupid  Afs 
Confpire  to  vex  thy  Sheep. 

5  "  Come,  let  us  join,  they  cry, 
"  To  root  them  from  the  Ground, 

"  Till  not  the  Name  of  Saints  remain, 
"  Nor  tylem'ry  fhall  be  found. 

6  Awake,  Almighty  God, 
And  call  thy  Wrath  to  mind  ; 

Give  them  like  Forefts  to  the  Fire, 
Or  Stubble  to  the  Wind. 

7  Convince  their  Madnefs,  Lord, 
And  make  them  feek  thy  Name  ; 

Or  elfe  their  ftubborn  Rage  confound, 
That  they  may  die  in  Shame, 

8  Then  fhall  the  Nations  know 
That  glorious  dreadful  Word 

Jehovah  is  thy  Name  alone, 
And  Thou  the  Sovereign  Lord. 

Psalm  LXXXIV.     Fir Ji  Fart 

'The  Pleafure  of  Publick  Worjlup. 

1  T  TOW  pleafant,  how  divinely  fair, 

i   j   O  Lord  of  Hofts,  thy  Dwellings  are  I 
With  long  Deflre  my  Spirit  faints 
To  meet  th'  Affemblies  of  thy  Saints. 

2  My  Flefh  would  reft  in  thine  Abode, 
My  panting  Heart  cries  out  for  God  ; 

H  4     . 
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My  God  !  my  King !  why  fhould  I  be 
So  far  from  all  my  Joys  and  Thee  2 

3  The  Sparrow  chufes  where  to  reft, 
And  for  her  Young  provides  her  Neft : 
But  will  my  God  to  Sparrows  grant 
That  Pleafure  which  his  Children  want  ? 

4  Bleft  are  the  Saints  who  fit  on  high 
Around  thy  Throne  of  Majefty  ; 
Thy  brighteft  Glories  fhine  above, 
And  all  their  Work  is  Praife  and  Lovq. 

5  Bleft  are  the  Souls  that  find  a  place 
"Within  the  Temple  of  thy  Grace  ; 
There  they  behold  thy  gentler  Rays, 
And  feek  thy  Face,  and  learn  thy  Praife. 

6  Bleft  are  the  Men  whofe  Hearts  are  fet 
To  find  the  Way  to  Zions  Gate  ; 

God  is  their  Strength  ;  and  thro*  the  Road 
They  lean  upon  their  Helper  God. 

1  Chearful  they  walk  with. growing  Strength* 
Till  all  mall  meet  in  Heaven  at  length, 
Till  all  before  thy  Face  appear, 
And  join  in  nobler  Worfhip  there. 

Psalm  LXXXIV.     Second  Part.    Long  Metre. 

God  and  his  Church  \  or,  Grace  and  Glory. 

I  Y^Reat  God,  attend  while  Zton  fings 
VJ   The  Joy  that  from  thy  Prefence  fprings: 
To  fpend  one  Day  with  Thee  on  Earth 
Exceeds  a  thoufand  Days  of  Mirth. 

1  Might  I  enjoy  the  meaneft  Place 
Within  thine  Houfe,  O  God  of  Grace, 

Not 
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Not  Tents  of  Eafe,  nor  Thrones  of  Power 
Should  tempt  my  Feet  to  leave  thy  Door. 

3  God  is  our  Sun,  he  makes  our  Day  ; 
God  is  our  Shield,  he  guards  our  Way 
From  all  th'  Aflaults  of  Hell  and  Sin, 
From  Foes  without  and  Foes  within. 

4  All  needful  Grace  will  God  beftow, 
And  crown  that  Grace  with  Glory  too: 
He  gives  us  all  things,  and  with-holds 
No  real  Good  from  upright  Souls. 

5  OGod,  our  King,  whofe  fovereign'Sway 
The  glorious  Hofts  of  Heaven  obey/, 
And  Devils  at  thy  Prefence  flee, 

Bleft  is  the  Man  that  trufts  in  Thee. 

Psalm  LXXXIV.  Ver.  i,  4,  2,  3,  10. 

Paraphrased  in  Common  Metre* 

'Delight  in  Ordinances  of  Worfiip  ;    or,  God  frefent  hi 

his  Churches. 

1  1i    /I  Y  Soul,  how  lovely  is  the  Place 
iVl     To  which  thy  God  reforts  ! 
'Tis  Heaven  to  fee  his  fmilingFace, 

Tho'  in  his  Earthly  Courts. 

2  There  the  great  Monarch  of  the  Skies 

His  faving  Power  difplays, 
And  Light  breaks  in  upon  our  Eyes 
With  kind  and  quickning  Rays. 

3  With  his  rich  Gifts  the  heavenly  Dove 
Defcends  and  fills  the  Place, 

While  Chrifi  reveals  his  wondrous  Love^ 
And  fheds  abroad  his  Grace. 

H  5  4  There, 
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4  There,  mighty  God,  thy  Words  declare' 

The  Secrets  of  thy  Will  ; 
And  ftill  we  feek  thy  Mercy  there, 
And  fing  thy  Praifes  ftill. 

Pause. 
£  My  Heart  and  Flefh  cry  out  for  Thee,. 
While  far  from  thine  Abode  ; 
When  fhall  I  tread  thy  Courts,  and  fee 
My  Saviour  and  my  God  1 

6  The  Sparro-w  builds  herfelf  a  Neft, 

And  fuffers  no  Remove  ; 
Ocnak'e  me,  like  the  Sparrows,  bleft, 
To  dwell  but  where  I  love. 

7  To  fit  one  Day  beneath  thine  Eye, 

And  hear  thy  gracious  Voice 
Exceeds  a  whole  Eternity 
Emptoy'd  in  carnal  Joys. 

5  Lord,  at  thy  Threfhold  I  would  wait 

While  Jefus  is  within, 
Rather  than  fill  a  Throne  of  State, 
Or  live  in  Tents  of  Sin. 

y  Could  I  command  the  fpacious  Land, 
And  the  more  bound lefs  Sea, 
For  one  bleft  Hour  at  thy  Right-hand 
I'd  give  them  both  away, 

Psalm  LXXXI V.    As  the  148th  Pfalm* 

"Longing  for  the  Houfe  of  God* 

1  T    Ord  of  the  Worlds  above, 
I    j  How  pleafant  and  how  fair 
The  Dwellings  of  thy  Love,  j 
T3ay  Earthly  Temples  arc ! 
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To  thine  Abode 
My  Heart  afpires, 
With  warm  Defires 
To  fee  my  God. 

z-  The  Sparrow  for  her  Young 
With  Pleafure  .feeks  a  Neft, 
And  wandring  Swallows  long 
To  find  their  wonted  Reft  ; 

My  Spirit  faints 

With  equal  Zeal   " 

To  rife  and  dwell 

Among  thy  Saints. 

3  O  happy  Souls  that  pray 
Where  God  appoints  to  hear ! 
O  happy  Men  that  pay 
Their  conftant  Service  there! 

They  praife  Thee  ftill ; 
And  happy  they 
That  love  the  Way 
To  Zions  Hill. 

4  They  go  from  Strength  to  Strength 
Thro'  this  dark  Vale  of  Tears, 
Till  each  arrives  at  length, 

Till  each  in  Heaven  appears: 
O  glorious  Sear, 
When  God  our  King 
Shall  thither  bring 
Our  willing  Feet ! 

Pause, 

5  To  fpend  one  facred  Day 
Where  God  and  Saints  abide 
Affords  diviner  Joy 

Than  thoufand  bays  befide : 
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Where  God  reforts, 
I  love  it  more 
To  keep  the  Door 
Than  fhir.e  in  Courts. 

6  God  is  our  Sun  and  Shield, 
Our  Light  and  our  Defence  ; 
With  Gifts  his  Hands  arefill'd, 
We  draw  ourBleffings  thence; 

He  fhall  beftow 
On  Jacob's  Race 
.Peculiar  Grace 
And  Glory  too, 

7  The  Lord  his  People  loves  ; 
His  Hand  no  Good  with-holds 
From  thofe  his  Heait  approves, 
From  pure  and  pious  Souls: 

Thrice  happy  he, 
OGodofHofts, 
Whofe  Spirit  trufts 
Alone  in  Thee. 

'Psalm  LXXX V.    Vcr.  r—  8.    Fir(t  fart. 

Waiting  for  an  Anfwer  to  Prayer ;  or,  Deliverance 

begun  and  comphated. 

1  1      Ord,  thou  haft  call'd  thy  Grace  to  mind, 

J /  Thbu  haft  revers'd  our  heavy  Doom : 

So  God  forgave  when  IfraeJ  finn'd, 

And  brought  his  wandring  Captives  home* 

2  Thou  haft  begun  to  fet  us  free, 
And  made  thy  fierceft  Wrath  abate  ; 
Now  let  our  Hearts  be  turned  to  Thee, 
And  thy  Salvation  be  compleat. 

3  Revive  our  dying  Graces,  Lord, 
And  let  thy  Saints  in  Thee  rejoice ; * 

Male 
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Make  known  thy  Truth,  fulfill  thy  Word  ; 
We  wait  for  Praife  to  tune  our  Voice. 

4  We  wait  to  hear  what  God  will  fay  ; 
He'll  fpeak,  and  give  his  People  Peace : 
But  let  them  run  no  more  aftray, 
Left  his  returning  Wrath  increafe. 

Psalm  LXXXV.  Ver.  o,  &V.    Second  TarU 

Salvation  by  Chrift. 
I   OAlvation  is  for  ever  nigh     % 

^  The  Souls  that  fear  and  truft  the  Lord  ; 
And  Grace  defcending  from  on  high 
Frefh  Hopes  of  Glory  fliall  afford. 

t  Mercy  and  Truth  on  Earth  are  met, 
Since  Chrift  the  Lord  came  down  from  Heaven  ] 
By  his  Obedience  fo  complete 
Juftice  is  pleas'd,  and  Peace  is  givee. 

Now  Truth  and  Honour  (hall  abound, 
Religion  dwell  on  Earth  again, 
And  heavenly  Influence  blefs  the  Ground 
In  our  Redeemer's  gentle  Reign, 

j,  His  Righteoufnefs  is  gone  before 
To  give  us  free  Accefs  to  God  ; 
Our  wandring  Feet  fhall  ftray  no  mor^. 
But  mark  his  Steps  and  keep  the  Road. 

Psalm  LXXXVI.  Ver.  8  — 13. 

A  general  Song  of  Praife  to  God, 

AMong  the  Princes,  Earthly  Gods, 
There's  none  hath  Power  divine  ; 
Nor  is  their  Nature,  mighty  Lord, 
Nor  are  their  Works  like  thine. 

The  Nations  thou  haft  made  {hall  bring 
Their  Offerings  round  thy  Throne  j 
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For  thou  alone  doft  wondrous  Things^ 
For  thou  art  God  alone. 

3  Lord,  I  would  walk  with  holy  Feet ; 

Teach  me  thine  heavenly  Ways, 
And  my  poor  fcatter'd  Thoughts  unite 
In  God  ray  Father's  Praife. 

4  Gr$at  is  thy  Mercy,  and  my  Tongue 

Shall  thofe  fweet  Wonders  tell, 
How  by  thy  Grace  my  finking  Soul 
Rofe  from  the  Deeps  of  Hell. 

Psalm  LXXXVII. 
Vhe  Church   the  Birth-place  of  the  Saints  ;  or,  Je^ 
and  Gentiles  united  in  the  Chrijlian  Church. 

1  A>OD  in  his  Earthly  Temple  lays 
\^JJ  Foundations  for  his  heavenly  Praife  :• 
He  likes  the  Tents  of  Jacob  well, 

But  ftill  in  Zion  loves  to  dwell. 

2  His  Mercy  vifits  every  Houfe 

That  pay  their  Night  and  Morning  Vows  ; 
But  makes  a  more  delightful  Stay 
Where  Churches  meet  to  praife  and  pray, 

5  WhatGlories  were  defcrib'd  of  old  ? 
What  Wonders  are  of  Zion  told  ? 
Thou  City  of  our  God  below, 

Thy  Fame  fhall  "Tyre  and  Egypt  know^ 

4  Egypt  anc*  ^y?e  anc*  Gwk  and  Jew 
Shall  there  begin  their  Lives  anew  : 
Angels  and  Men  fhall  join  to  fing 
The  Hill  where  living  Waters  fpring. 

5  When  God  makes  up  his  lafl:  Account 
Of  Natives  w  his  holy  Mount, 
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'Twill  be  an  Honour  to  appear 

As  one  New-born  or  nouriih'd  there ! 

Psalm  LXXXIX.     Firjl  Tart.     Long  Metre. 

*The  Covenant  made  with  Chrift  ;    or,  ?he  true 
David. 

E  T70R  ever  fra^  my  Song  record 
X*  The  Truth  and  Mercy  of  the  Lord  : 
Mercy  and  Truth  for  ever  ftand 
Like  Heaven  eftablifh'd  by  his  Hand. 

z  Thus  to  his  Son  he  fware,  and  faid, 
"  With  thee  my  Cov'nant  firft  is  made  ; 
u  In  thee  fhall  dying  Sinners  live, 
"  Glory  and  Grace  are  thine  to  give. 

"  Be  thou  my  Prophet,  thou  my  Prieft  ; 
"  Thy  Children  fhall  be  ever  bled  ; 
"  Thou  art  my  chofen  King:  thy  Throne 
"  Shall  ftand  Eternal  Like  my  own. 

j,  "   There's  none  of  all  my  Sons  above 
"  So  much  my  Image  or  my  Love  ; 
"  Celeftial  Powers  thy  Subje£ts  are, 
iC  Then  what  can  Earth  to  thee  compare  f- 

5  <c  David  my  Servant  whom  I  chofe 
"  To  guard  my  Flock,  to  crufh  my  Foes> 
"  And  rais'd  him  to  the  Jewifi  Throne, 
u  Was  but  a  Shadow  of  my  Son. 

%  Now  let  the  Church  rejoice,  and  iing. 
Jefus  her  Saviour  and  her  King : 
Angels  his  heavenly  Wonders  fhow, 
And  Saints  declare  bis  Works  below* 
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Psalm  LXXXIX.  Fir  ft  Tart.  Common  Metre; 
"The  Faith  fuhefs  of  God. 

i  TV   \  Y  never-ceafing  Songs  fhall  fhow 
1VJL     The  Mercies  of  the  Lord, 
And  make  fucceeding  Ages  know 
How  faithful  is  his  Word. 

%  The  facred  Truths  his  Lips  pronounce 
Shall  firm  as  Heaven  endure  ; 
And  if  he  fpeak  a  Promife  once, 
Th'  Eternal  Grace  is  fure. 

3  How  long  the  Race  of  David  held 
The  promis'd  Je<wifh  Throne  ! 
But  there's  a  nobler  Covenant  feal'd 
To  David's  greater  Son. 

4.  His  Seed  for  ever  fhall  poffefe 
A  Throne  above  the  Skies; 
The  meaneft  Subject  of  his  Grace 
Shall  to  that  Glory  rife. 

j  Lord  God  of  Hofts,  thy  wondrous  Ways 
Are  fung  by  Saints  above  ; 
And  Saints  on  Earth  their  Honours  raife 
To  thy  unchanging  Love. 

Psalm  LXXXIX.  7,  &c.     Second  tart. 

The  Power  and  Majefly  of  God ;   or,  Reverentia 

Worjhip. 

1  T^/Ith  Reverence  let  the  Saints  appear, 

V  V      And  bow  before  the  Lord, 
His  high  Commands  with  Reverence  hear, 
And  tremble  at  his  Word. 

2  How  terrible  thy  Glories  be  ! 

How  bright  thine  Armies  fhine  ! 
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Where  is  the  Power  that  vies  with  Thee  ? 
Or  Truth  compared  to  thine  ? 

The  Northern  Pole  and  Southern  reft 

On  thy  fupporting  Hand  ; 
Darknefs  and  Day  from  Eajl  to  Weji 

Move  round  at  thy  Command. 

Thy  Words  the  raging  Wind  controiil, 

And  rule  the  boifterous  Deep  ; 
Thou  mak'fl:  the  fleeping  Billows  roll, 

The  rolling  Billows  fleep. 

5  Heaven,  Earth,  and  Air,  and  Sea  are  thine, 
And  the  dark  World  of  Hell ; 
How  did  thine  Arm  in  Vengeance  fhine 
When  Egypt  durlt  rebel ! 

>  Juftice  and  Judgment  are  thy  Throne, 
Yet  wondrous  is  thy  Grace  : 
While  Truth  and  Mercy  join'd  in  one 
Invite  us  near  thy  Face. 

Psalm  LXXXIX.  15,8a:.     Third Fart. 

A  Blejfed  Go/pel. 
:  T)Left  are  the  Souls  that  hear  and  know 
fj     The  Gofpel's  joyful  Sound  ; 
Peace  (hall  attend  the  Path  they  go, 
And  Light  their  Steps  furround. 

.  Their  Joy  fhall  bear  their  Spirits  up 
Thro'  their  Redeemer's  Name  ; 
His  Righteoufnefs  exalts  their  Hope, 
Nor  Satan  dares  condemn. 

The  Lord  our  Glory  and  Defence 

Strength  and  Salvation  gives  : 
JfraeJy  thy  King  for  ever  reigns, 

Thy  God  for  ever  lives. 
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Psalm  LXXXIX.   Jo,  &c.     Fourth  Vart. 

ChriftV  Mediatorial  Kingdom  ;    or,  His  Divine  a% 

Human  Nature. 

1  T  JEar  what  the  Lord  in  Vifion  faid, 
ii     And  made  his  Mercy  known  : 
"  Sinners,  behold  your  Help  is  laid 

"  On  my  Almighty  Son. 

2  Behold  the  Man  my  Wifdom  chofe 

Among  your  Mortal  Race  ; 
His  Head  my  holy  Oil  o'erflows, 
The  Spirit  of  my  Grace. 

3  High  fball  he  reign  on  David's  Throne, 

My  Peoples  better  King  ; 
My  Arm  {hall  beat  his  Rivals  down, 
And  ftill  new  Subje&s  bring. 

4  My  Truth  fhall  guard  him  in  his  Way 

With  Mercy  by  his  Side, 
While  in  my  Name  thro' Earth  and  Sea 
He  fhall  in  Triumph  ride. 

5  Me  for  his  Father  and  his  God 

He  fhall  for  ever  own, 
Call  me  his  Rock,  his  high  Abode  ; 
And  I'll  fupport  my  Son. 

6  My  firft-born  Son  array'd  in  Grace 

At  my  Right-hand  fhall" fir  ; 
Beneath  him  Angels  know  their  Place, 
And  Monachs  at  his  Feet. 

7  My  Covenant  ftands  for  ever  faff, 

My  Promifes  are  ftrong  ;   ';** 
Firm  as  the  Heavens  his  Throne  fhall  teft, 
Hi*  Seed  endure  as  long. 
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Psalm  LXXXIX.  3c,  &c.     Fifth  Fart. 

it  The  Covenant  of  Grace  unchangeable  \  or,  Afflictions 
without  Rejection* 

1  'VTET  (faith  the  Lord)  if  David's  Race, 

X        The  Children  of  my  Son, 
Should  break  my  Laws,  abufe  my  Grace, 
And  tempt  mine  Anger  down, 

2  Their  Sins  1*11  vifit  with  the  Rod, 

And  make  their  Folly  fmart ; 
But  I'll  not  ceafe  to  be  their  God, 
Nor  from  my  Truth  depart. 

3  My  Cov'nant  I  will  ne'er  revoke, 

But  keep  my  Grace  in  mind  ; 
And  what  eternal  Love  hath  fpoke 
Eternal  Truth  fliall  bind. 

4  Once  have  I  fwom,  (I  need  no  more) 

And  pledg'd  my  Holinefs 
To  feal  the  facred  Promife  fure 
To  David  and  his  Race. 

5  The  Sun  {hall  fee  his  Offspring  rife 

And  fpread  from  Sea  to  Sea,    - 
Long  as  he  travels  round  the  Skies 
To  give  the  Nations  Day. 

4  Sure  as  the  Moon  that  rules  the  Night- 
His  Kingdom  fliall  endure, 
Till  the  fix'd  Laws  of  Shade  and  Light 
Shall  be  obferv'd  no  more.  ■» 
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Psalm    LXXXIX.     47,   &c.      Sixth  TarK 

Long  Metre. 

Mortality  and  Hope. 

A  Funeral  Psalm. 

1   |3   Emember,  Lord,  our  mortal  State, 

IV  How  frail  our  Life  !  how  fhort  the  Date" 
Where  is  the  Man  that  draws  his  Breath 
Safe  from  Difeafe,  fecure  from  Death  ? 

1  Lord,  while  we  fee  whole  Nations  die, 
Our  Flefh  and  Senfe  repine  and  cry, 
"  Muft  Death  for  ever  rage  and  reign? 
u  Or  haft  thou  made  Mankind  in  vain  \ 

5  Where  is  thy  Promife  to  the  Juft  ? 
Are  not  thy  Servants  turn'd  to  Duft  ? 
But  Faith  forbids  thefe  mournful  Sighs, 
And  fees  the  fleeping  Duft  arife. 

4  That  glorious  Hour,  that  dreadful  Day 
Wipes  the  Reproach  of  Saints  away, 
And  clears  the  Honour  of  thy  Word; 
Awake  our  Souls,  and  blefs  the  Lord. 

Psalm  LXXXIX.  47,  &c.     Lafi  Bart.    As  tl 
113th  Pialm. 

Life j  Death ,  and  theRefurreftlox. 

1  HT^Hink,  mighty  God;  on  feeble  Man .; 

JL      How  few  his  Hours  !  how  fhort  his  Spar. 
Short  from  the  Cradle  to-the  Grave  : 
Who  can  fecure  his  vital  Breath 
Againft  the  bold  Demands  of  Death 
With  Skill  to  fly,  or  Power  to  fave  ? 

2  Lord,  fhall  it  be  for  ever  faid, 

"  The  Race  of  Man  was  only  made 
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<(  For  Sicknefs,  Sorrow  and  the  Duft  ? 
Are  not  thy  Servants  Day  by  Day 
Sent  to  their  Graves,  and  turn'd  to  Clay  ? 

Lord,  where's  thy  Kindnefs  to  the  Juft  > 

Hatt  thou  not  promis'd  to  thy  Son 
And  all  his  Seed  a  heavenly  Crown? 

But  Flefh  and  Senfe  indulge  Defpair ; 
For  ever  blefled  be  the  Lord 
That  Faith  can  read  his  holy  Word, 

And  find  a  Refurre&ion  there. 

For  ever  blefled  be  the  Lord, 

Who  gives  his  Saints  a  long  Reward, 

For  all  their  Toil,  Reproach  and  Pain : 
Let  all  below  and  all  above 
Join  to  proclaim  thy  wondrous  Love, 

And  each  repeat  their  loud  Amen* 

Psalm  XC.  Long  Metre. 
Man  Mortal^  and  God  Eternal* 
A  mournful  Song  at  a  Funeral. 

THro"  every  Age,  Eternal  God, 
Thou  art  our  Reft,  our  fafe  Abode ; 
&  High  was  thy  Throne  e'er  Heav'n  v/as  made, 
Or  Earth  thy  humble  Footftool  laid. 

Long  hadft  thou  reign'd  e'er  Time  began, 
Or  Duft  was  fafhion'd  to  a  Man  ; 
And  long  thy  Kingdom  fhall  endure 
When  Earth  and  Time  fhall  be  bo  more. 

But  Man,  weak  Man  is  born  to  die, 
Made  up  of  Guilt  and  Vanity  : 
Thy  dreadful  Sentence,  Lord,  was  juft, 
<l  Return*  ye  Sinners*  toyottrVvft* 

4CA 


182  Psalms* 

4  [[A  thoufand  of  our  Years  amount 
Scarce  to  a  Day  in  thine  Account ; 
Like  Yefterdays  departed  Light, 
Or  the  laft  Watch  of  ending  Night. 

Pause, 

5  Death  like  an  overflowing  Stream 
Sweeps  us  away ;  our  Life's  a  Dream  : 
An  empty  Tale  ;  a  Morning-flow'r 
Cut  down  and  wither'd  in  an  Hour.] 

6  £  Our  Age  to  feventy  Years  is  fet ; 

How  fhort  the  Temi !  how  frail  the  State ! 

And  if  to  Eighty  we  arrive, 

We  rather  figh  and  groan  than  live, 

7  But  O  how  oft  thy  Wrath  appears, 
And  cuts  off  our  expe&ed  Years  ! 

Thy  Wrath  awakes  our  humble  Dread : 
We  fear  the  Power  that  ftrikes  us  Dead,] 

8  Teach  us,  O  Lord,  how  frail  is  Man  ; 
And  kindly  lengthen  out  our  Span, 
Till  a  wife  Care  of  Piety 

Fit  us  to  die,  and  dwell  with  Thee. 

Psalm  XC.  1—5.    Firft  Tart.    Common  Metre* 
Man  "Frail  and  God  Eternal. 

1  /^\UR  God,  our  Help  in  Ages  paft, 
\^/     Our  Hope  for  Years  to  come, 
Our  Shelter  from  the  ftormy  Blaft, 
And  our  eternal  Home. 

a  Under  the  Shadow  of  thy  Throne 
Thy  Sainrs  have  dwelt  fecure  ; 
Sufficient  is  thine  Arm  alone, 
And  our  Defence  is  fure, 

2  Before 
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Before  the  Hills  in  order  flood, 

.    Or  Earth  receiv'd  her  Frame, 

From  everlafting  Thou  art  God, 

To  endlefs  Years  the  fame. 

Thy  Word  commands  our  Flefh  to  Duft, 

Return^  ye  Sons  of  Men  : 
4  All  Nations  rofe  from  Earth  at  firfr, 
And  turn  to  Earth  again. 

A  thoufand  Ages  in  thy  Sight 
Are  like  an  Evening  gone  ; 

Short  as  the  Watch  that  ends  the  Night 
Before  the  tifing  Sun. 

[The  bufy  Tribes  of  Flefh  and  Blood 
With  all  their  Lives  and  Cares 

Are  carried  downwards  by  thy  Flood, 
And  loft  in  following  Years, 

Time  like  an  ever-rolling  Stream 

Bears  all  its  Sons  away  ; 
They  fly  forgotten  as  a  Dream 

Dies  at  the  opening  Day. 

Like  flow'ry  Fields  the  Nations  ftand 
Pleas'd  with  the  Morning-light ; 
I  The  Flowers  beneath  the  Mower's  Hand 
Lie  withering  e'er  'tis  Night.] 

Our  God,  our  HeJp  in  Ages  paft, 
Oar  Hope  for  Years  to  come, 

Be  thou  our  Guard  while  Troubles  laft, 
And  our  eternal  Home. 
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Psalm  XC.  8,  11,  9,  10,  12.     Second  Part. 

Common  Metre, 

Infirmities  and  Mortality  the  Effett  of  Sin  ;  or,  Life 

old  Age,  and  Preparation  for  Death. 

I  T     Ord,  if  thine  Eyes  furvey  our  Fau'ts, 
I    J     And  Juftice  grow  fevere, 
Thy  dreadful  Wrath  exceeds  our  Thoughts, 
And  burns  beyond  our  Fear. 

z  Thine  Anger  turns  our  Frame  to  Duft ; 
By  one  Offence  to  Thee 
Adam  with  all  his  Sons  have  loft 
Their  Immortality. 

3  Life  like  a  vain  Amufement  flies, 

A  Fable  or  a  Song  ; 
By  fwift  Degrees  t)ur  Nature  dies, 
Nor  can  our  Joys  be  long. 

4  5Tis  but  a  Few  whofe  Days  amount 

To  threefcore  Years  and  ten  ; 
And  all  beyond  that  fhort  Account 
Is  Sorrow,  Toil  and  Pain. 

5  [Our  Vitals  with  laborious  Strife 

Bear  up  the  crazy  Load, 
And  drag  thofe  poor  Remains  of  Life 
Along  the  tirefome  Road.] 

6  Almighty  God,  reveal  thy  Love, 

And  not  thy  Wrath  alone  ; 
O  let  our  fweet  Experience  prove 
The  Mercies  of  thy  Throne. 

7  Our  Souls  would  learn  the  heavenly  Art 

T*  improve  the  Hours  we  have, 
That  we  may  a&  the  wifer  Part, 
And  live  beyond  the  Grave. 
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Psalm  XC.  Ver.  13,  &e.     'third  Tart.  Com.  Met, 

Brea thing  afte r  Heaver?. 
1  T)   Eturn,  O  God  of  Love,  return  ', 
JLv-     Earth  is  a  tirefome  Place : 
How  long  fhall  We  thy  Children  mourn 
Our  Abfence  from  thy  Face  ? 

z  Let  Heaven  fucceed  our  painful  Years, 
Let  Sin  and  Sorrow  ceafe, 
And  in  Proportion  to  our  Tears 
So  make  our  Joys  increafe. 

3  Thy  "Wonders  to  thy  Servants  fhow, 

Make  thy  own  Work  compleat, 
Then  (hall  our  Souls  jhy  Glory  know, 
And  own  thy  Love  was  great. 

4  Then  fhall  we  fhine  before  thy  Throne 

In  all  thy  Beauty,  Lord  ; 
And  the  poor  Service  we  have  done 
Meet  a  divine  Reward. 

Psalm  XC.  Ver.  5,  10,  12.    Short  Metre, 
'The  Frailty  and  Shortnefs  of  Life* 
I  T    Ord,  what  a  feeble  Piece 

J j  Is  this  our  mortal  Frame  ? 

Our  Life  how  poor  a  Trifle  'tis, 

That  fcarce  deferves  the  Name ! 

a  Alas,  the  brittle  Clay 

That  built  our  Body  firft  ! 
And  every  Month  and  every  Day 

JTis  mouldring  back  toDuft. 

3  Our  Moments  fly  apace, 

Nor  will  our  Minutes  ftay  ; 
Juft  like  a  Flood  our  halty  Days 

Are  iweeping  us  away. 

I  4  Well, 
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4  Well,  if  our  Days  muff:  fly, 
We  11  keep  their  End  in  Sight, 

We'll  fpend  them  all  in  Wifdom's  Way, 
And  let  themfpeed  their  Flight. 

5  They'll  waft  us  fooner  o'er 
This  Life's  tempefluousSea  ; 

Soon  we  ihali  reach  the  peaceful  Shore 
Of  bleft  Eternity. 

^salm  XCL  I-— 7-     Firft  Part. 
Safety  in  -pubTtck  Difeafes  and  Dangers, 

1  T  TE  that  hath  made  his  Refuge  God, 
XX  Shall  find  a  moft  fecure  Abode  ; 
Shall  waik  all  Day  beneath  his  Shade, 
And  there  at  Night  fhall  reft  his  Head. 

2  Then  will  I  fay,  "  My  God,  thy  Power 
"  Shall  be  my  Fortrefs  and  my  Tow'r  : 
u  I  that  am  form'd  of  feeble  Duft 

"  Make  thine  Almighty  Arm  my  Truft. 

3  Thrice  happy  Man  !  Thy  Maker's  Care 
Shall  keep  thee  from  the  Fowler's  Snare, 
Satan  the  Fowler,  who  betrays 
Unguarded  Souls  a  thoufand  Ways. 

4  Juft  as  a  Hen  prote&s  her  Brood 

From  Birds  of  Prey  that  feek  their  Blood 
Under  her  Feathers,  fo  the  Lord 
Makes  his  own  Arm  his  Peoples  Guard. 

5  If  burning  Beams  of  Noon  confpire 
To  dart  a  peftilential  Fire, 

God  is  their  Life  ;  his  Wings  are  fpread 
To  fhield  them  with  an  healthful  Shade. 

6  If  Vapours  with  malignant  Breath 
Jlife  thick,  and  fcatter  Midnight-death 
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Ifraelist-ifc:  The  poifon'd  Air 
Grows  pure,  if  IfraeVs  God  be  there. 

Pause. 
7  What  tho'  a  Thoufand  at  thy  Side, 
At  thy  Right-hand  ten  thoufand  dy'd, 
Thy  God  his  chofen  People  faves 
Amongft  the  Dead,  amidft  the  Graves. 

3  So  when  he  fent  his  Angel  down 
To  make  his  Wrath  in  Egypt  known, 
And  flew  their  Sons,  his  careful  Eye 
Part  all  the  Doors  of  Jacob  by. 

9  But  if  the  Fire  or  Plague  or  Sword 
Receive  Commiflion  from  the  Lord 
To  ftrike  his  Saints  among  the  reft, 
Thew  very  Pains  and  Deaths  are  bleff. 

10  The  Sword,  the  Peftilence  or  Fire 
Shall  but  fulfil  their  beft  Defire ; 
From  Sins  and  Sorrows  fet  them  free, 
And  bring  thy  Children,  Lord,  to  Thee. 

Psalm  XCI.  9 — 16.   Second  Part 

Protection  from  Death,  Guard  of  Angel  sy  Victory  and 
Deliverance, 

1  "V7E  Sons  of  Men,  a  feeble  Race, 

X       Expcs'd  to  every  Snare, 
Come,  make  the  Lord  your  Dwelling-place, 
And  try,  and  truft  his  Care. 

2  No  111  fhall  enter  where  you  dwell ; 

Or  if  the  Plague  come  nigh, 
And  fweep  the  Wicked  down  to  Hell, 
'Twill  raife  his  Saints  on  high. 

5  He'll  give  his  Angels  charge  to  keep 
Your  Feet  in  all  their  Ways ; 

I  2  To 
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To  watch  your  Pillow  while  you  fleep, 
And  guard  your  happy  Days. 

4  Their  Hands  fhall  bear  you,  left  you  fall 

And  dafh  againft  the  Stones : 
Are  they  not  Servants  at  his  Call, 
And  lent  t'attend  his  Sons  ? 

5  Adders  and  Lions  ye  {hall  tread  ; 

The  Tempter's  Wiles  defeat ; 
He  that  hath  broke  the  Serpent's  Head 
Puts  him  beneath  your  Feer. 

6  "  Becaufe  on  Me  they  fet  their  Love, 

"  I'll  fave  them,  (faith  the  Lord) 
"  I'll  bear  their  joyful  Souls  above 
"  Deftru&ion  and  the  Sword. 
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My  Grace  fhall  anfwer  when  they  call  ; 
"  In  Trouble  I'll  be  nigh  : 
My  Power  fnall  help  them  when  jhey  fall., 
"  And  raife  them  when  they  die. 

S  "  Thofe  that  on  Earth  my  Name  have  known, 
"  I'll  honour  them  in  Heaven  ; 
"  There  my  Salvation  fhall  be  fhown, 
<s  And  endlefs  Life  be  given." 

Psalm  XCII.     Firfi  Part. 
A  Vfalm  for  the  Lord's-Day. 

1  OWeet  is  the  Work,  my  God,  my  Ki'ng, 

yj  To  praife  thy  Name,  give  Thanks  and  fing; 
To  fhew  thy  Love  by  Morning-light, 
And  talk  of  all  thy  Truth  at  Night. 

2  Sweet  is  the  Day  of  facred  Reft, 

No  mortal  Cares  fhall  feize  my  Breaft  ; 
O  may  my  Heart  in  Tune  be  found 
Like  David's  Harp  of  folerrm  Sound  ! 

3  Mj 
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3  My  Heart  (hall  triumph  in  my  Lord, 
And  blefs  his  Works,  and  blefs  his  Word  ; 
Ttiy  Works  of  Grace  how  bright  they  fliine  ! 
How  deep  toy  Counfels !  hpw  dl 

4  Fools  never  raife  their  Thoughts  fo  high  ; 
Like  Brutes  they  live,  like  Brutes  they  die  ; 
Like  Graft  they  flourixh,  jtill  thy  Breath 
Blaft  thera  in  everlafting  Death. 

5  But  I  fballfhare  a  glorious  Part 

When  Grace  hath  well  refin'd  my  Heart, 
And  frefii  Supplies  of  Joy  are  fhed 
Like  holy  CM  to  chear  my  Head. 

6  Sin  (my  worft  Enemy  before) 

Shall  vex  my  Eyes  and  Ears  no  more  ; 
My  inward  Foes  fhall  all  be  (lain, 
Nor  Satan  break  my  Peace  again. 

7  Then  fhall  I  fee  and  hear  and  know 
All  I  dehYd  or  wifh'd  below  ; 
And  every  Power  find  fweet  Employ 
In  that  eternal  "World  of  Joy. 

Psalm  XCII.     Ver.  1 2,  &c.     Second  Part. 

The  Church  is  the  Garden  of  God, 
1    1       O  rd,  'tis  a  pleafant  Thing  toftand 

Jj /    In  Gardens  planted  by  thine  Hand  ; 

Let  me  within  thy  Courts  be  feen 
Like  a  young  Cedar  frefh  and  green. 

z  There  grow  thy  Saints  in  Faith  and  Love, 
Bleft  with  thine  Influence  from  above  \ 
Not  Lebanon  with  all  its  Trees 
Yields  fuch  a  comely  Sight  as  thefe. 

3   The  Plants  of  Grace  fhall  ever  live  ; 
(Nature  decays,  but  Grace  mud  thrive.) 

I  3  Time, 
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Time,  that-  doth  all  Things  elfe  impair, 
Still  makes  them  flourifh  ftrong  and  fair. 

4  Laden  -with  Fruits  of  Age  they  fhew 
The  Lord  is  holy,  *juft  and  true  ; 
None  that  attend  his  Gates  fhall  find 
A  God  unfaithful  or  unkind. 

Psalm  XClII.     Fir  ft  Metre,  as  the  icoth  Pfalm. 
'The  Eternal  and  Sovereign  God. 
i    TEhovah  reigns  :  He  dwells  in  Light, 
Jl   Girded  with  Majefly  and  Might ; 
The  Worlds  created  by  his  Hands 
Still  on  its  firft  Foundation  ftands. 

ft  But  e'er  this  fpacious  Globe  was  made, 
Or  had  its  tirft  Foundations  laid, 
Thy  Throne  eternal  Ages  (rood, 
Thy  feif  the  everliving  God. 

3  Like  Floods  the  angry  Nations  rife, 
And  aim  their  Rage  againft  the  Skies  ; 
Vain  Floods,  that  aim  their  Rage  fo  high  i 
At  thy  Rebuke  the  Billows  die. 

4  For  ever  fhall  thy  Throne  indure  ; 
Thy  Promife  ftands  for  ever  fure  ; 
And  everlafring  Hoiinefs 

Becomes  the  Dwellings  of  thy  Grace. 

Psalm  XCIII.     Second   Metre,    as  tie  Old  $oth 

Pfalm. 
I   ^"I'^HE  Lord  of  Glory  reigns;  he  reigns  on  high; 
X    His  Robes  of  State  are  Strength  and  Majefly : 
This  wide  Creation  rofe  at  his  Command, 
Built  by  his  Word,  and  'ftablifh'd  by  his  Hand  : 
Long  flood  his  Throne  e'er  he  began  Creation, 
And  his  own  Godhead  is  the  firm  Foundation. 

2  God 
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2  God  is  th'  eternal  King.     Thy  Foes  in  vain 
Raife  their  Rebellions  to  confound  thy  Reign: 
In  vain  the  Storms,  in  vain  the  Floods  arife, 
And  roar,  and  tofs  their  Waves  againft  the  Skies ;_ 
Foaming  at  Heaven  they  rage  with  wildCommo- 

(tion-, 
ButHeavens  high  Arches  fcorn  the  fwelling  Ocean. 

3  Ye  Tempefrs  rage  no  more  ;  Ye  Floods  he  ftili, 
And  the  mad  World  (ubmiflive  to  his  Will  : 
Built  on  his  Truth  his  Church  muft  ever  ftand  ; 
Firm  are  his  Promifes,  and  Strong  his  Hand  : 
See  his  own  Sons,  when  they  appear  before  himt 
Bow  at  his  Foot-ftool,  and  with  Fear  adore  him. 

Psalm  XCIIL     "Third  Metre,    as  the  Old  md 
Pfalm. 

1  T"f  H  E  Lord  Jehovah  reigns, 

X     And  royal  State  maintains. 
His  Head  with  awful  Glories  crown'd ■  • 

Array  *d  in  Robes  of  Light, 

Begirt  with  fovereign  Might, 
And  Rays  of  Majefty  around. 

2  Upheld  by  thy  Commands 
The  World  fecurely  {rands  ; 

And  Skies  and  Stars  obey  thy  Word  : 

Thy  Throne  was  fix'd  on  high 

Before  the  Starry  Sky  ; 
Eternal  is  thy  Kingdom,  Lord. 

5  In  vain  the  noify  Croud, 

Like  Billows  fierce  and  loud, 
Againft  thine  Empire  rage  and  rear  ; 
In  vain  with  angry  Spite 
The  furly  Nations  fight, 
^  And  dafh  like  Waves  againft  the  Shore, 

I  4    ,  4^tet 
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4  Let  Floods  and  Nations  rage, 
And  all  their  Powers  engage, 

Let  fwelling  Tides  affanltthe  Sky, 

The  Terrors  of  thy  Frown 

Shall  beat  their  Madnefs  down  ; 
Thy  Throne  for  ever  Hands  on  high. 

5  Thy  Promifes  are  true, 
Thy  Grace  is  ever  new  ; 

There  fix'd  thy  Church  fhall  ne'er  remove  e 

Thy  Saints  with  holy  Fear 

Shall  in  thy  Courts  appear, 
And  fing  thine  everlafiing  Love. 

Psalm  XCIV.   1,2,  7—14.     &*fl  Part. 

Saints  chajllfed,  and  Sinners  dejlroy'd ;  or,  Inftmfffoi 
Ajfllclions. 

1  f~\  God  to  whom  Revenge  belongs, 
V_y     Proclaim  thy  Wrath  aloud  ; 

Let  fovereign  Power  redrefs  our  Wrongs, 
Let  Juftice  fmite  the  Proud. 

2  They  fay,   "  I'he  Lord  nor  fees  nor  hears  ; 

When  wfil  the  Fools  be  wife  1 
Can  he  be  deaf  who  form'd  their  Ears? 
Or  blind,  who  made  their  Eyes  ? 

3  He  knows  their  impious  Thoughts  are  vain, 

And  they  fhall  feel  his  Pow^r  ; 
His  Wrath  fhall  pierce  their  Souls  with  Pain 
In  feme  fur-prizing  Hour. 

4  But  if  thy  Saints  deferve  Rebuke 

Thou  haft  a  gentler  Rod  ; 
Thy  Providences  and  rhy  Book 
Shall  make  them  know  their  God. 

5  Bleft 
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5  Bleft  is  the  Man  thy  Hands  chaftife, 

And  to  his  Duty  draw  : 
Thy  Scourges  make  thy  Children  wife  . 
When  they  forget  thy  Law. 

6  But  God  will  ne'er  caft  off  his  Saints, 

Nor  his  own  Promife  break  ', 
He  pardons  his  Inheritance 
For  their  Redeemer's  Sake. 

Psalm  XCIV.   id — 23.     Second  Part. 

Cod  our  Support   and  Comfort  ;  or,  Leliierance  from 
'Temptation  and  Perfecution. 

1  \^7HO  w*^  a"fe  an^  p'ead  my  Right 

V  V      Againit  my  numerous  Foes, 
While  Earth  and  Hell  their  Force  unite, 
And*  all  my  Hopes  oppofe  ? 

2  Had  not  the  Lord,  my  Rock,  my  Help 

Suftain'd  my  fainting  Head, 
My  Life  had  now  in  Silence  dwelt, 
"  My  Soul  amongft  the  Dead. 

3  Alas  !  my  fliding  Feet  !  I  cry'd, 

Thy  Promife  was  my  Prop  ; 
Thy  Grace  flood  conftant  by  my  Side, 
Thy  Spirit  bore  me  up. 

4  While  Multitudes  of  mournful  Thoughts 

Within  my  Bofom  roll, 
Thy  bound lefs  Love  forgives  my  Faults* 
Thy  Comforts  cheer  my  Saul. 

5  Powers  of  Iniquity  may  rife, 

And  frame  pernicious  Laws ; 
But  God  my  Refuge  rules  rhe  Skies-, 
He  will  defend  .my  'Caufc. 

I  5  6  Let 
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6  Let  Malice  vent  her  Rage  aloud, 
Let  bold  Blafphemers  feoff ; 
The  Lord  our  God  fhall  judge  the  Proud, 
And  cut  the  Sinners  off. 

Psalm  XCV.     Common  Metre. 
A  Pfalm  before  Prayer. 

X   Qlrjg  to  the  Lord  Jehovah's  Name, 
^     And  in  his  Strength  rejoice  ; 
When  his  Salvation  is  our  Theme, 
Exalted  be  our  Voice. 

z  With  Thanks  approach  his  awful  Sight, 
And  Pfalms  of  Honour  fing  ; 
The  Lord's  a  God  of  boundlefs  Might, 
The  v/hole  Creation's  King. 

3  Let  Princes  hear,  let  Angels  know, 

How  mean  their  Natures  feem, 
Thofe  Gods  on  high  and  Gods  below, 
When  once  compar'd  with  Him. 

4  Earth  with  its  Caverns  dark  and  deep 

Lies  in  hisfpacious  Hand  ; 
He  fix'd  the  Seas  what  Bounds  to  keep, 
And  where  the  Hills  muft  fland . 

5  Come,  and  with  humble  Souls  adore, 

Come,  kneel  before  his  Face  ; 
O  may  the  Creatures  of  his  Power 
Be  Children  of  his  Grace  ! 

6  Now  is  the  Time  :  He  bends  his  Ear, 

And  waits  for  your  Requeft  ; 
Come,  left  he  rouze  his  Wrath  and  fwear, 
4f  X<  Jball  not  fee  my  Rejl. 
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Psalm  XCV.    Short  Metfe. 
A  Pfalm  before  Sermon. 

I   /"^Orne  found  his  Praife  abroad, 

\^J  And  Hymns  of  Glory  fing : 
Jehcvah'is  the  fove reign  God, 

The  vmiverfalKing. 

i  He  form'd  the  Deeps  unknown  ; 

He  gave  the  Seas  their  Bound  ; 
The  warry  Worlds  are  all  his  own, 

And  all  the  folid  Ground. 

3  Come,  worfhip  at  his  Throne, 
Come,  bow  before  the  Lord-: 

We  are  his  Works  and  not  our  own  ; 
He  form'd  us  by  his  Word. 

4  To  Day  attend  his  Voice, 
Nor  dare  provoke  his  Rod  ; 

Come,  like  the  People  of  his  Choice^ 
And  own- your  gracious  God. 

5  But  if  your  Ears  refufe 

The  Language  of  his  Grace, 
And  Hearts  grow  hard  like  ftubborn  jfe&'sj 
That  unbelieving  Race  ; 

6  The  Lord  in  Vengeance  dreft 
Will  lift  his  Hand  and  fwear, 

"  You  that  defpife  my  promised  Rejt^ ; 
44  Shall  have  no  Portion  there. 

Psalm  XCV.     1,2,3,6—11.    Long  Metre, . 

Canaan  loft  thro*  Unbelief  \  or,  a  Warning  to  deifying 
Sinners. 

let  our  Voices  join  to  raife 
facred  Song  of  folemn  Praife  ; 

God* 


1    /^Ome, 
V^r  Afa 


ig6  P  s  a  t  m *•■$. 

God  is  a  fovereign  King  :   rehearfe 
His  Honours  in  exalted  Verfe. 

2  Come,  let  our  Souls  addrefs  the  Lord, 
Who  fram'd  our  Natures  with  his  Word  ;    " 
He  is  our  Shepherd  ;  we  the  Sheep 

His  Mercy  chofe,  his  Paftures  lieep* 

3  Come,  let  us  hear  his  Voice  to  Day, 
The  Cpunfels  of  his  Love  obey  ; 
Nor  let  our  hardned  Hearts  renew 
The  Sins  and  Plagues  that  ffrael  knew. 

4  Ifrae!,  that  faw  his  Works  of  Grace,   . 
Yet  tempt  their  Maker  to  hisFace  ; 
A  faithlefs  unbelieving  Brood, 

That  tir'd  the  Patience  of  their  God. 

5  Thus  faith  the  Lord,  "  How  fa  If e  they  prove] 
"  Forget  my  Power,  abufe  my  Love  \ 

"  Since  they  defpife  my  Reft>  I  fweary 
u  'Their  Feet  pall  never  enter  there. 

6  [Look  back,  my  Soul,  with  holy  Dread, 
And  view  thofe  ancient  Rebels  dead  ; 
Attend  the  ofFer'd  Grace  to  Day, 

Nor  lofe  the  Bleffing  by  Delay. 

7  Seize  the  kind  Promife  while  it  waits, 
And  march  to  Zions  heavenly  Gates; 
Believe,  and  take  the  promis'd  Reft  ; 
Gbey,  and  be  for  ever  bleft.] 

Psalm  XCVI.  i,  io,  &c.     Common  Metre, 
ChrifFs  firfi  and  fecond  coming. 
I   QIng  to  the  Lord,  ye  diftant  Lands, 
O     Ye  Tribes  of  every  Tongue  ; 
His  new-difcover'd  Grace  demands 
A  new  and  nobler  Song. 
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z  Say  to  the  Nations,  Jefus  reigns, 
God's  own  Almighty  Son"  ; 
His  Power  the -finking  World  fuftains, 
And  Grace  furrounds  his  Throne. 

3  Let  Heaven  proclaim  the  joyful  Day, 

Joy  thro'  theJEarth  be  ieen  ; 
Let  Cities  fhine  in  bright  Array, 
And  Fields  in  cheaTful  Green. 

4  Let  an  unufual  Joy  furprize 

The  Iflands  of  rhe  Sea  : 
Ye  Mountains  fink,  ye  Valleys  rife> 
Prepare  the  Lord  his  Way; 

5  Behold  he  comes,  he  comes  to  blefs 

The  Nations  as  their  God  ; 
To  fhew  the  World  his  Righteoufnefs, 
And  fend  his  Truth  abroad. 

£  But  when  his  Voice  fhali  raife  the  Dead, 
And  bid  the  World  draw  near, 
Hoav  will  the  guilty"  Nations  dread 
To  fee  their  Judge  appear. 

Psalm  XCVL     As  the  1 13th  Pfalrn* 

'The- God  of  the  Gentiles. 

1  T     E  T  all'the  Earth  their  Voices  raife 
J /  To  fing  the  choice  ft  Pfalm  of  Praife3 

To  fing  and  blefs  Jehovah's  Name  : 
His  Glory  let  the  Heathens  know, 
His  Wonders  to  the  Nations  fhow, 

And  all  his  faving  Works  proclaim. 

a  The  Heathens  know- thy  Glory,  Lord  ; 
The  wond  ring  Nations  read  thy  Word, 
In  Britain  is  Jehovah  known ; 
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Our  Worftiijj  fhall  no  more  be  paid 
To  Gods  which  mortal  Hands  have  made  ; 
Our  Maker  is  our  God  alone. 

5.  He  frarnd  the  Globe,  he  built  the  Sky, 
He  made  the  fhining  Worlds  on  high, 

And  reigns  compleat  in  Glory  there  : 
His  Beams  are  Majefty  and  Light; 
His  Beauties  how  divinely  bright ! 
His  Temple  how  divinely  fair ! 

4  Come  the  great  Day,  the  glorious  Hour, 
When  Earth  fhall  feel  his faving  Power, 

And  barbarous  Nations  fear  his  Name ; , 
Then  fhall  the  Race  of  Man  confefs 
The  Beauty  of  his  Holinefs, 

And  in  his  Courts  his  Grace  proclaim. 

Psalm  XCVII.     i  —  5 .     Firfi  Tart. 
Chrift  reigning  in  Heaven^  and  coming  to  Judgmej*. 

1  T  TE  reigns  ;  the  Lord,  jhe  Saviour  reigns ; 
J£j[  Praife  him  in  evangelic  Strains  : 

Let  the  whole  Earth  in  Songs-  rejoice, 
And'diftant  Iflands  join  their  Voice. 

2  Deep  are  his  Counfels  and  unknown  ; 
But  Grace  and  Truth  fupport  his  Throne  ; 
Tho'  gloomy  Clouds  his  Ways  furround, 
Juftice  is  their  eternal  Ground. 

3  In  Robes  of  Judgment,  lo,  he  comes, 
Shakes  the  wide  Earth,  and  cleaves  the  Tombs  ; 
Before  him  burns  devouring  Fire, 

The  Mountains  melt,  the  Seas  retire. 

4  His  Enemies  with  fore  Difmay 

Fly  from  the  Sight  and  Ihun  the  Day ; 

Then 
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Then  lift  your  Heads,  ye  Saints,  on  high, 
And  fing,  for  your  Redemption's  nigh. 

Psalm  XCVIL     6—9.     Second  Fart. 
Ch rift's  Incarnation. 

1  HT^HE  Lord  is  come  ;  the  Heav'ns  proclaim 

His  Birth  ;  the  Nations  learn  his  Name ; 
An  unknown  Star  dire£b  the  Road 
Of  Eaftern  Sages  to  their  God. 

2  All  ye  bright  Armies  of  the  Skies, 
Go,  worfhip  where  the  Saviour  lies  : 
Angels  and  Kings,  before  him  bow, 
Thole  Gods  on  high  and  Gods  below. 

3  Let  Idols  totter  to  the  Ground, 

And  their  own  Vorfhippeis  confound  : 
But  Jutiah  fhout,  but  Zi»n  fing, 
And  Earth  confefs  her  fovereign  King. 

Psalm  XCVIL     Third  Part. 

Grace  and  Glory, 
I    'T^H*  Almighty  reigns  exalted  high 
JL     O'er  all  the  Earth,  o'er  all  the  Sky  ; 
Tho'  Clouds  and  Darknefs  vail  his  Feet, 
His  Dwelling  is  the  Mercy-feat. 

a  O  ye  that  love  his  holy  Name, 
Hate  every  Work  of  Sin  and  Shame : 
He  guards  the  Souls  of  all  his  Friends, 
And  from  the  Snares  of  Hell  defends. 

3  Immortal  Light  and  Joys  unknown 
Are  for  the  Saints  in  Darknefs  fown  ; 
Thofe  glorious  Seeds  {hall  fpring  and  rife, 
And  the  bright  Harveft  blefs  our  Eyes. 

4  Rejoice  ye  righteous,  and  record 
The  facred  Honours  of  the  Lord  ; 

None 
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None  but  the  Soul  that  feels  his  Grace 
Can  tri-umph  in  his  Holinefs. 

.  PsjJlm  XCVIL     i,  5,  5—7,  11.     Common  Metr< 
ChrifFs  incarnation  and  the  lap  judgment, 
I  '\7'E  Iflandsof  the  Northern  Sea 
X       Rejoice,  the  Saviour  reigns  : 
His  Word  like  Fire  prepares  his  Way, 
And  Mountains  melt  to  Plains. 

z  His  PrefenCe  finks  the  proucfeft  Hills, 
And  makes  the  Valleys  rife  ; 
The  humble  Soul  enjoys  his  Smiles, 
The  haughty  Sinner  dies. 

5  The  Heav'ns  his  rightful  Power  proclaim  ; 
The  Idol-Gods  around 
Fill  their  own  Worfhippers  with  Shame, 
And  totter  to  the  Ground. 

4  Adoring  Angels  at  his  Birth 

Make  the  Redeemer  known  ; 
Thus  fhall  he  come  to  judge  the  Earth, 
And  Angels  guard  hfs  Throne. 

5  His  Foes  fhall- tremble,  at  his  Sight, 

And  Hills  and  Seas  retire  : 
His  Children  take  their  unknown  Flight, 
And  leave  the  World  in  Fire. 

6  The  Seeds  of  Joy  and  Glory  fown  j 

For  Saints  in  Darknefs  here 
Shall  rife  and  fpring  in  Worlds  unknown, 
And  a  rich  Har/eft  bear. 

Psalm  XCVIII.     Ftrft  Part. 
Praife  for  the  Go/pel, 
I  '"T^O  our  Almighty  Maker  God 
J[      New  Honours  be  addxefl ; 
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His  great  Salvation  fhines  abroad, 
And  makes  the  Nations  bleft. 

z  He  fpake  the  Word  to  Abraham  firft,  ' 
His  Truth  fulfils  the  Grace  : 
The  Gentiles r  make  his  Name  their  Truft, 
And  learn  his  Righteoufnefs. 

5  Let  the  whole  Earth  his  Love  proclaim 
With  all  her  different  Tongues  ; 
And  fpread  the  Honours  of  his  Name 
In  Melody  and  Songs. 

Psalm  XCVI1T.     Second? art. 
TChe  Mefliah'j  Ccming  and  Kingdom* 

1  TOY  to  the  World;  the i  Lord  is  come  \ 
y     Let  Earth  receive  her  King : 

Let  every  Heart  prepare  him  Room, 
And  Heaven  and  Nature  fing. 

2  Joy  to  the  Earth,  the  Saviour  reigns  ; 

Let  Men  their  Song's  employ  ; 
While  Fields  and  Floods,  Rocks,  Hills  and  Plains 

Repeat  the  founding  Joy* 

3  No  more  let  Sins  and  Sorrows  grow, 

Nor  Thorns  infeft  the  Ground  : 
He  comes  to  make  his  Bleffings  flow 
Far  as  the  Curie  is  found. 

4  He  rules  the  World  with  Truth  and  Grace, 

And  makes  the  Nations  prove 
The  Glories  of  his  Righteoufnefs, 
And  Wonders  of  his  Love. 


I   T^HE 
1    Let 


Psalm   XCIX.      Tirfi  Tart. 
ChrifVj  Kingdom    and  A<krjejly* 
God  febovab  reigns, 
all  the  Nations  fear, 
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Let  Sinners  tremble  at  his.  Throne, 
And  Saints  be  humble  there. 

£  Jefus  the  SaViour  reigns, 

Let  Earth  adore  its  Lord  ; 
Bright  Cherubs  his  Attendants  ftandv 

Swift  to  fulfil  his  Word. 

3  In  Zion  is  his  Throne, 
His  Honours.are  divines 

His  Church  fhall  make  his  Wonders  known, 
For  there  his  Glories  fhine. 

4  How  holy  is  his  Name  ! 
How  terrible  his  Praife  ! 

Juftice  and  Truth  and  Judgment  join 
In  all  his  Works  of  Grace, 

Psalm  XCIX.     Second  Tart. 
A  Holy  God  Worjbipped  with  Reverence. 
i   V7  Xalt  the  Lord  our  God, 

XL  And  worfhip  at  his  Feet  ; 
His  Nature  is  all  Holinefs, 
And  Mercy  is  his  Seat. 

z  When  Ifrael  was  his  Church, 

When  Aaron  was  his  Prieft, 
When  Mofet  cry'd,  when  Samuel  pray'd,. 

He  gave  his  People  Reft. 

3  Oft  he  forgave  their  Sins, 

Nor  would  deftroy  their  Race  ; 
And  oft  he  made  his  Vengeance  known 
When  they  abus'd  his  Grace. 

4  Exalt  the  Lord  our  God, 
WhofeAj^ce  is  ftill  the  fame  ; 

Still  he's  a  God  of  Holinefs, 
And  jealous  for  his  Name. 
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Psalm  C.    Firft  Metre,  a  Plain  tranjlatton. 
Praife  to  our  Creator. 
I  "\7E  Nations  round  the  Earth,  rejoice 
1     Before  the  Lord,  your  fovereign  King  : 
Serve  him  with  chearful  Heart  and  Voice, 
With  all  your  Tongues  his  Glory  fing. 

i  The  Lord  is  God  :  Tis  he  alone 
Doth  Life  and  Breath  and  Being  give : 
We  are  his  Work,  and  not  our  own  ; 
The  Sheep  that  on  his  Paftures  live. 

5  Enter  his  Gates  with  Songs  of  Joy, 
With  Praifes  to  his  Courts  repair  ; 
And  make  it  your  divine  Employ 
To  pay  your  Thanks  and  Honours  there. 

4  The  Lord  is  good,  the  Lord  is  kind  ; 
Great  is  his  Grace,  his  Mercy  fure  ;  * 

And  the  whole  Race  cf  Man  (hall  find 
His  Truth  from  Age  to  Age  endure. 

Psalm  C.     Second  Metre,  a  Paraphrafc* 
1   QIng  to  the  Lord  with  joyful  Voice  ; 
O  Let  every  Land  his  Name  adore  ; 
The  Britijb  Ifles  fhall  fend  the  Noife 
A-crofs  the  Ocean  to  the  Shore. 

%  Nations,  attend  before  his  Throne 
With  folemn  Fear,  with  facred  Joy  ; 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone  ; 
He  can  create,  and  he  deftroy. 

3  His  fovereign  Power  without  our  Aid 
Made  us  of  Clay,  and  form'd  us  Men  : 
And  when  like  wandring  Sheep  we  ftray'd, 
He  brought  us  to  his  Fold  again. 

4  We 
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4  We  are  his  People,  we  his  Care, 
Our  Souls  and  all  our  mortal  Frame  : 
What  lairing  Honours  {hall  we  rear 
Almighty  Maker,  to  thy  Name  ? 

5  We'll  croud  thy  Gates  with  thankful  Songs, 
High  as  rhe  Heavens  our  Voices  raife  ; 
And  Earth  with  her  fen  thoufand  Tongues 
Shall  fill  thy  Courts  with  founding  Praife. 

6  Wide  as  the  World  is  thy  Command, 
Vaft  as  Eternity  thy  Love  ; 

Firm  as  a  Rock  thy  Truth  muilftand 
When  rolling  Years  {hall  ceafe  to  move. 

Psalm  CL     Long  Metre. 
like  Magiftrates  Pfalm. 
i  'A  yj  Ercy  and  Judgment  are  my  Song  ; 
XVjL  And  fince  they  both  to  Thee  belong, 
My  gracious  God,  my  righteous  King, 
To  Thee  my  Songs  and  Vows  I  bring. 

a  If  I  am  rais'd  to.bear  theSwordv 
I'll  take  my  Counfels  from  thy  \^ord  ; 
Thy  Juftice  and  thy  heay^nly  Grace 
Shall  be  the  Pattern  of  my  Ways* 

3  Let  Wifdom  all  my  A£Hons  guide, 
And  let  my  God  with  me  refide  ; 

No  wicked  thing  fhall  dwell  with  me, 
Which  may  provoke  thy  Jealoufy. 

4  No  Sons  of  Slander,  Rage  and  Strife 
Shall  be  Companions  of  my  Life  ; 
The  haughty  Look,  the  Heart  of  Pride 
Within  my  Doors  fhall  ne'er  abide. 

5  [111  fearch  the  Land,  and  raife  the  Juft 
To  Potfs  of  Honour,  Wealth  and  Truft 
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The  Men  that  work  thy  holy  Will 
Shall  be  my  Friends  and  Favourites  frill.] 

6  In  vain  fhall  Sinners  hope  to  rife 
By  flattering  or  malicious  Lies : 
And  while  the  Innocent  I  guard, 
The  bold  Offender  fhan't  be  fpar'd. 

7  The  impious  Crew  f  that  factious  Band) 
Shall  hide  their  Heads,  or  quit  the  Land  ; 
And  all  that  break  the  Publick  Reft, 
Where  I  have  Power  fhall  be  fuppreft. 

Psalm  CI.     Common  Metre. 
A  Pfalrn  for  a  Mafler  of  a  Family. 

1  f^\&  Jufiice  and  of  Grace  I  ling, 
V^/     And  pay  my  God  my  Vows ; 

Thy  Grace  and  Juftice,  heavenly  King,  t 

Teach  me  to  rule  my  Houfe. 

2  Now  to  my  Tent,  O  God,  repair, 
And  make  thy  Servant  wife  ; 

I'll  fuffer  nothing  near  me  there 
That  fhall  offend  thine  Eyes. 

3  The  Man  that  doth  his  Neighbour  Wrong 
By  Falfhood  or  by  Force, 

The  fcornful  Eye,  the  flanderous  Tongue, 
I'll  thruft  them  from  my  Doors. 

4  1*11  feek  the  Faithful  and  the  Juft, 

And  will  their  Help  enjoy  ; 
Thefe  are  the  Friends  that  I  fhall  truft, 
The  Servants  I'll  employ. 

5  The  Wretch  that  deals  in  fly  Deceit 

I'll  not  endure  a  Night ; 
The  Liar's  Tongue  I  ever  hate, 
And  banifh  from  my  Sight. 

6  I'll 
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6  I'll  purge  my  Family  around 
And  make  the  Wicked  flee, 
So  fhall  my  Houfe  be  ever  found 
A  Dwelling  fit  for  Thee. 

Psalm  CIL     1  —  13,20,  21.     Firjl  Part. 
A  Prayer  of  the  Afflifted. 
1  T  TEar  me,  O  God,  nor  hide  thy  Face, 
±  X     But  anfwer  left  I  die  : 
Hafithounot  built  a  Throne  of  Grace 
To  hear  when  Sinners  cry  ? 

a  My  Days  are  wafted  like  the  Smoak 
Diflblving  in  the  Air  : 
My  Strength  is  dry'd,  my  Heart  is  broke, 
And  finking  in  Defpair. 

5  My  Spirits  flag  like  withering  Graft 
Burnt  with  excefEve  Heat  : 
In  fecret  Groans  my  Minutes  pafi, 
And  I  forget  to  eat. 

4  As  on  fome  lonely  Buildings  Top 

The  Sparrow  tells  her  Moan, 
Far  from  the  Tents  of  Joy  and  Hope 
I  fit  and  grieve  alone. 

5  My  Soul  is  like  a  Wildernefs 

Where  Beafts  of  Midnight  howl ; 
There  the  fad  Raven  finds  her  place, 
And  there  the  fcreaming  Owl. 

6  Dark  difmal  Thoughts,  and  boding  Fears 

Dwell  in  my  troubled  Breaft  ; 
While  (harp  Reproaches  wound  my  Ears, 
Nor  give  my  Spirit  Reft. 

7  My  Cup  is  mingled  with  my  Woes, 

And  Tears  are  my  Repair  ; 
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My  daily  Bread  like  Afhes  grows 
Unpleafant  to  my  Tali. 

3  Senfe  can  afford  no  real  Joy 

To  Souls  that  feel  thy  Frown  : 
Lord,  'twas-thy  Hand  advane'd  me  high, 
Thy  Hand  hath  caft  me  down. 

)  My  Looks  like  wither'd  Leaves  appear; 
And  Life's  declining  Light 
Grows  faint  as  Evening-Shadows  are, 
That  vaniih  into  Night, 

•o  But  thou  for  ever  art  the  fame, 
O  my  Eternal  God  : 
Ages  to  come  lhall  know  thy  Name, 
And  fpread  thy  "Works  abroad. 

j  1  Thou  wilt  aiife  and  fhew  thy  Face, 
Nor  will  ray  Lord  delay 
Beyond  th'  appointed  Hour  of  Grace, 
That  long  expe&ed  Day. 

2  He  hears  his  Saints,  he  knows  their  Cry, 
And  by  myfterious  Ways 
Redeems  the  Prifoners  doom'd  to  die, 
And  fills  their  Tongues  with  Praife. 

Psalm  CII.     15  —  21.     Second  ?AYt. 
Grayer  heard ,  and  Zion  reft or cU 

LE  T  Zion  and  her  Sons  rejoice, 
Behold  the  promis'd  Hour: 
Her  God  hath  heard  her  mourning  Voice, 
And  comes  t'  exalt  his  Power. 

Her  Duft  and  Ruins  that  remain 

Are  precious  in  our  Eyes ; 
Thofe  Ruins  fliall  be  built  again, 

And  all  that  Duft  fhall  rife. 
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5  The  Lord  will  raife  Jerufakm^ 
And  ftand  in  Glory  there  ; 
Nations  fhall  bow  before  his  Name, 
And  Kings  attend  with  Fear. 

4  He  fits  a  Sovereign  on  his  Throne, 

With  Pity  in  his  Eyes ; 
He  hears  the  dying  Prifoners  groan, 
And  fees  their  Sighs  arife. 

5  He  frees  the  Souls  condemn'd  to  Death, 

And  when  his  Saints  complain, 
It  ftian't  be  faid,  "  that  praying  Breath 
"  Was  ever  fpent  in  vain. 

6  This  fhall  be  known  when  we  are  dead, 

And  left  on  long  Record, 
That  Ages  yet  unborn  may  read, 
And  truft,  and  praife  the  Lord. 

Psalm  CIL     23 28.     ifhirdPart. 

Mans  Mortality  and  Chrift'/  Eternity  j  or>  Sah 
die,  but  Chrift  and  the  Church  live* 

1  TT  is  the  Lord  our  Saviour's  Hand 
J[  Weakens  our  Strength  amidft  the  Race ; 
Difeafe  and  Death  at  his  Command 
Arreftus,  and  cut  fhort  our  Days. 

2  Spare  us,  O  Lord,  aloud  we  pray, 
Nor  let  our  Sun  go  down  at  Noon  ; 
Thy  Years  are  one  eternal  Day, 
And  muft  thy  Children  die  fo  foon  ? 

Yet  in  the  midft  of  Death  and  Grief 
This  Thought  our  Sorrow  fhall  alT\yage, 
"  Our  Father  and  our  .Saviour  live  : 
"  Chrift  is  the  (ame  thro'  every  Age. 

4  'Til 
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4  Twas  he  this  Earth's  Foundations  laid  ; 
Heaven  is  the  Building  of  his  Hand  : 

This  Earth  grows  old,  thefe  Heav'ns  fhall  fade, 
And  all  be  chang'd  at  his  Command, 

5  The  Starry  Curtains  of  the  Sky 
Like  Garments  fhall  be  laid  ahde ; 

But  ftill  thy  Throne  ftands  firm  and  high  ; 
Thy  Church  for  ever  mull:  abide. 

6  Before  thy  Face  thy  Church  fhall  live, 
And  on  thy  Throne  thy  Children  reign : 
This  dying  World  fhall  they  furvive, 
And  the  dead  Saints  be  rais'd  again. 

Psalm  CIII.  1—7.     FhfiTart.    Long  Metre. 
BleJJtng  God  for  his  G&odnefs  to  Soul  and  Body. 

1  T)Lefs,  O  my  Soul,  the  living  God, 

jj  Call  home  thy  Thoughts  that  rove  abroad, 
Let  all  the  Powers  within  me  join 
In  Work  and  Worlhip  fo  divine. 

2  Blefs,  O  my  Soul,  the  God  of  Grace  ; 
His  Favours  claim  thy  higheft  Praife : 
Why  fhould  the  Wonders  he  hath  wrought 
Be  loft  in  Silence  and  forgot  ? 

3  Tis  He,  my  Soul,  that  fent  his  Son 
To  die  for  Crimes  which  thou  haft  done; 
He  owns  the  Ranfom  ;  and  forgives 
The  hourly  Follies  of  our  Lives. 

4  The  Vices  of  the  Mind  he  heals, 
And  cures  the  Pains  that  Nature  feels  ; 
Redeems  the  Soul  from  Hell,  and  faves 
Our  wafting  Life  from  thieatning  Gravea 

[5  Our  Youth  decay'd  his  Power  repairs ; 
His  Mercy  crowns  our  growing  Years ; 
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He  fatisfies  our  Mouth  with  Good, 

And  fills  our  Hopes  with  heavenly  Food. 

6  He  fees  thf  Oppreflbr  and  th'  Oppreft, 
And  often  gives  the  Sufferers  Reft : 
But  will  his  Juftice  more  difplay 

In  the  laft  great  rewarding  Day. 

7  f  His  Power  he  fhew'd  by  Mofes  Hands, 
And  gave  to  Ifrael  his  Commands  ; 
But  fent  his  Truth  and  Mercy  down 
To  all  the  Nations  by  his  Son. 

S  Let  the  whole  Earth  his  Power  confefs, 
Let  the  whole  Earth  adore  his  Grace  ; 
The  Gentile  witlv  the  Jeiv  fhall  join 
In  Work  and  Worfhip  fo  divine.] 

Psalm  CIII.  8 — 18.     Second  Part.     Long  Metre. 

Gcd's  gentle  Chafiifement ;    or,  His  tender  Mercy  to 

his  Feople. 

T  'Hr*  H  E  Lord,  how  wondrous  are  his  Ways ! 
J^     How  firm  his  Truth !  how  large  his  Grace ! 
He  takes  his  Mercy  for  his  Throne, 
And  thence  he  makes  his  Glories  known. 

2  Not  half  fo  high  his  Power  hath  fpread 
The  (tarry  Heavens  above  our  Head, 
As  his  rich  Love  exceeds  our  Praife, 
Exceeds  the  bigheft  Hopes  we  raife. 

5  Not  half  fo  far  hath  Nature  plac'd 
The  rifing  Morning  from  the  Weft, 
As  his  forgiving  Grace  removes 
The  daily  Guilt  of  thofe  he  loves. 

4  How  flovvly  doth  his  Wrath  arife ! 
On  fwifter  Wings  Salvation  flies : 
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And  if  he  lets  his  Anger  burn, 
How  foon  his  Frowns,  to  Pity  turn  ! 

5  Amidft  his  Wrath  Compaffion  fhines ; 
His  Strokes  are  lighter  than  our  Sins  : 
And  while  his  Rod  correSs  his  Saints, 
His  Ear  indulges  their  Complaints. 

6  So  Fathers  their  young  Sons  chaftife  t . 
"With gentle  Hand  and  melting  Eyes: 
The  Children  weep  beneath  the  Smart, 
And  move  the  Pity  of  their  Heart. 

Pause. 

7  The  mighty  God,  the  Wife  and  Juft, 
Knows  that  our  Frame  is  feeble  Duft  ; 
And  will  no  heavy  Loads  impofe 
Beyond  the  Strength  that  he  beftows. 

S  He  knows  how  foon  our  Nature  dies, 
Blafted  by  every  Wind  that  flies  ; 
Like  Grafs  we  fpring,  and  die  as  foon  ; 
Or  Morning  Flow'rs  that  fade  at  Noon. 

j>  But  his  eternal  Love  is  fure 

To  all  the  Saints,  and  fhall  endure  : 
From  Age  to  Age  his  Truth  fhall  reign 
Nor  Childrens  Children;  hope  in  vain. 

Psalm  CIII.  i— -7.     Firjl  Pari.     Short  Metre. 
Praife  for  Spiritual  and  'Temporal  Mercies. 

1   f~\  Blefs  the  Lord,  my  Soul ; 

V^y  Let  all  within  me  join, 
And  aid  my  Tongue  to  blefs  his  Name, 

Whofe  Favours  are  divine. 

a  O  blefs  the  Lord  my  Soul ; 
Nor  let  his  Mercies  lie 

K  2  For- 
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Forgotten  in  Unthatikfulnefs, 
And  without  Praifes  die. 

^5  Tishe  forgives  thy  Sins, 

Tis  he  relieves  thy  Pain, 
Tis  he  that  heals  thy  Sicknefles, 

And  makes  thee  young  again. 

4  He  crowns  thy  Life  with  Love, 
When  ranfom'd  from  the  Grave  ; 

He  that  redeem'd  my  Soul  from  Hell 
Hath  fovereign  Power  to  fave. 

5  He  fills  the  Poor  with  Good  ; 
He  gives  the  Sufferers  Reft  ; 

The  Lord  hath  Judgments  for  the  Proud, 
And  Juftice  for  th*  Oppreft. 

6  His  wondrous  Works  and  Ways 
He  made  by  Mofes  known  ; 

But  fent  the  World  his  Truth  and  Grace, 
By  his  beloved  Son. 

Psalm  OIL  8 — 18.  Second  Fart  Short  Metre. 

Abounding  Companion  of  God ;  or,  Mercy  in  the  midfi 
of  Judgment. 

i  li   A  Y  Soul,  repeat  his  Praife 

J.VX- Whofe Mercies  are  fo  great; 
Whofe  Anger  is  fo  flow  to  rife, 

So  ready  to  abate.* 

%  God  will  not  always  chide  ; 

And  when  his  Strokes  axe  felt, 
His  Strokes  are  fewer  than  our  Crimes, 

And  lighter  than  ourGuilt. 

3  High  as  the  Heavens  are  rais'd 
Above  the  Ground  we  tread, 
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So  far  the  Riches  of  his  Grace 
Our  higheft  Thoughts  exceed. 

4  His  Power  fubdues  our  Sins, 
And  his  forgiving  Love 

Far  2s  the  Eaft  is  from  the  Weft 
Doth  all  our  Guilt  remove. 

5  The  Pity  of  the  Lord 

To  thofe  that  fear  his  Name 
Is  fuch  as  tender  Parents  feel ; 
He  knows  our  feeble  Frame. 

6  He  knows  we  are  but  Duft, 
Scatter'd  with  every  Breath  ; .. 

His  Anger  like  a  rifing  Wind 
Can  fend  us  fwift  to  Death. 

7  Our  Days  are  as  the  Grafs, 
Or  like  the  Morning-flower  ; 

If  one  fharp  Blaft  fweep  o'er  the  Field, 
It  withers  in  an  Hour. 

8  But  thy  Compaflions,  Lord, 
To  endlefs  Years  endure  ; 

And  Childrens  Children  ever  find 
Thy  Words  of  Promife  fure. 

Psalm  CIII.  19-22.     Third  Part.     Short  Metre. 
<*od  j  umverfal  Dominion  ;  or,  Angels  praife  the  Lord. 

1  'THE  Lord,  the  fovereign  King 

1     Hath  fix'd  his  Throne  on  high  : 
O  er  all  the  heavenly  World  he  rules, 
And  all  beneath  the  Sky. 

2  Ye^nSe,s>  great  in  Might, 
And  fwift  to  do  his  Will, 

whF  V™ L?rd'  whofe  Voice  ye  K 
Whofe  Pleafure  ye  fulfil.  ' 

K  3  3  Let 
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3  Let  the  bright  Hofts  who  wait 
The  Orders  of  their  King, 

And  guard  his  Churches  when  they  pray^ 
join  in  the  Praife  they  fing. 

4  While  all  his  wondrous  Works 
Thro*  his  vail  Kingdoms  fhew 

Their  Maker's  Glory,  thou  my  Soul, 
Shalt  fing  his  Graces  too. 

Psalm  CIV. 
*Tke  Glory  of  God  in  Creation  and  'Providence* 
i  1i  yj  Y  Soul,  thy  great  Creator  praife  ; 
1VX  When  cloth 'd  in  his  celeftial  Rays 
He  in  fall  M^jefty  appears, 
And  like  a  Robe  his  Glory  wears. 

Note,  'This  IP f aim  may  befung  to  the  *Tune  of  the 
old  with  or  iiith  Pfalm>  by  adding  thefe  two  Lines  to 
eiery  Stanza,  (viz.) 

Great  is  the  Lord  ;  What  Tongue  can  frame 

An  equal  Honour  to  his  Name  ? 
Other  wife  it  rnufi  be  fung  as  the  looth  Pfalm* 

■z  The  Heavens  are  for  his  Curtains  fpread  ; 
Th'  unfarhom'd  Deep  he  makes  his  Bed  i 
Clouds  are  his  Chariot,  when  he  flies 
On  winged  Storms  a-crofs  the  Skies. 

.3   Angels,  whom  his  own  Breath  infpires, 
His  Minifters,  are  flaming  Fires  ; 
And  fwift  as  Thought  their  Armies  move 
To  bear  his  Vengeance  or  his  Love. 

4  The  Worlds  Foundations  by  his  Hand 
Are  pois'd,  and  fhall  for  ever  Hand  : 
He  binds  the  Ocean  in  his  Chain, 
JUftit  fhoukl  drown  the  Earth,  again, 

j  When 
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5  When  Earth  was  covered  with  the  Flood 
Which  high  above  thQ  Mountains  flood, 
He  thundered  ;  and  the  Ocean  fled, 
Confin'd  to  its  appointed  Bed. 

4  The  fwelling  Billows  know  their  Bound, 
And  in  their  Channels  walk  their  Round  ; 
Yet  thence  convey'd  by  fecret  Veins, 
They  fpring  on  Hills,  and  drench  the  Plains.- 

7  He  bids  the  Chryftal  Fountains  flow,; 
And  cheer  the  Valleys  as  they  go  : 
Tame  Heifers  there  their  Thirft  allay, 
And  for  the  Stream  wild  Affes  bray. 

5  From  pleafant  Trees  which  {hade  the  Brink    * 
The  Lark  and  Linnet  light  to  drink  ; 
Their  Songs  the  Lark  and  Linnet  raife, 

And  chide  our  Silence  in  his  Praife. 

Pause     I . 
9  God  from  his  cloudy  Cifrern  pours 

On  the  parch'd  Earth  enriching  Shov/rs  : 
The  Grove,  the  Garden  and  the  Field 
A  thoufand  joyful  Bleflings  yield. 

ic  He  makes  the  grafly  Food  arife, 
And  gives  the  Cattle  large  Supplies  ; 
With  Herbs  for  Man  of  various  Power, 
To  nourilh  Nature,  or  to  cure. 

11  What  noble  Fruit  the  Vines  produce  ! 
The  Olive  yields  a  fhining  Juice  ; 

Our  Hearts  are  chear'd  with  generous  Wine, 
With  inward  Joy  our  Faces  fhine. 

12  O  blefs  his  Name,  ye  Briton^  fed 
With  Natures  chief  Supporter,  Bread: 

K  4  While 
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While  Bread  your  vital  Strength  imparls, 
Serve  him  with  Vigour  in  your  Hearts. 

P  a  V  s  E     II. 

13  Behold  the  fhtely  Cedar  ftands 
Rais'd  in  the  Foreft  by  his  Hands  ; 
Birds  to  the  Boughs  for  flielter  fly, 
And  build  their  Nefts  fecure  on  high. 

14  To  craggy  Hills  afcends  the  Goat ; 
And  at  the  airy  Mountain's  Foot 

The  feebler  Creatures  make  their  Cell ; 
He  gives  them  WifHora  where  to  dwell. 

1 5  He  fets  the  Sun  his  circling  Race, 
Appoints  the  Moon  to  change  her  Face  ; 
And  when  thick  Darknefs  vails  the  Day, 
Calk  out  wild  Beafts  to  hunt  thek  Prey. 

16  Fierce  Lions  le^ad  their  Young  abroad, 
And  roaring  ask  their  Meat  from  God  ; 
But  when  the  Morning-beams  arife, 
The  favage  Beaft  to  Covert  flies. 

i)  Then  Man  to  daily  Labour  goes ; 
The  Night  was  made  for  his  Repofe  : 
Sleep  is  thy  Gift ;  that  fweet  Relief 
From  tirefomc  Toil  and  wafting  Grief. 

1S  How  (Irange  thy  Works !  how  great  thy  Skill! 
And  every  Land  thy  Riches  fill : 
Thy  Wifdom  round  $&  World  we  fee, 
This  fpacious  Earth  is  full  of  Thee. 

19  Nor  lefs  thy  Glories  in  the  Deep, 

Where  Fifh  in  Millions  fwim  and  creep, 
With  wondrous  Motions,  fwifc  or  flow, 
Still  wandring  in  the  Paths  below. 

20  There 
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20  There  Ships  divide  their  watry  Way, 
And  Flocks  of  fcaly  Monftersplay  ; 
There  dwells  the  huge  Leviathan^ 
And  foams  and  fports  in  Spite  of  Man. 

Pause     III. 
%  1  Vaft  are  thy  Works,  Almighty  Lord, 
All  Nature  refts  upon  thy  Word, 
And  the  whole  Race  of  Creatines  ftands, 
Waiting  their  Portion  from  thy  Hands* 

11  While  each  receives  his  different  Food, 
Their  chearful  Looks  pronounce  it  good*; 
Eagles,  and  Bears,  and  Whales,  and  Worms 
Rejoice  and  praife  in  different  Forms. 

25  But  when  thy  Face  is  hid,  they  mourn, 
And  dying  to  their  Duft  return  ; 
Both  Man  and  Beaft  their  Souls  refign  ; 
Life,  Breath  and  Spirit,  all  is  Thine. 

24  Yet  thou  can'ft  breathe  on  Duft  again, 
And  fill  the  World  with  Beafts  and  Men  ; 
A  Word  of  thy  creating  Breath 
Repairs  the  Wafts  of  Time  and  Death. 

25  His  Works,  the  Wonders  of  his  Might 
Are  honour'd  with  his  own  Delight : 
How  awful  are  his  glorious  Ways  ! 

The  Lord  is  dreadful  in  his  Praife. 

26  The  Earth  ftands  trembling  at  thy  Stroke, 
And  at  thy  Touch  the  Mountains  fmoke  ; 
Yet  humble  Souls  may  fee  thy  Face, 

And  tell  their  Wants  to  fovereign  Grace. 

2,7  In  Thee  my  Hopes  and  Wi flies  meet,. 
And  make  my  Meditations  fweet . 

K  5  Thv 
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Thy  Praifes  (hall  my  Breath  employ. 
Till  it  expire  in  endlefs  Joy. 

28  While  haughty  Sinners  die  accurft, 
Their  Glory  bury 'd  with  their  Duir3 
I  to  my  6od  my  Heavenly  King 
Immortal  Hallelujahs  fing. 

Psalm  CV.     Abridg'd. 
God's  Cor.  duel  of  Ifrael,  and  the  Plagues  of  Egypt, 
i    S~>Ive  Thanks  to  God,  invoke. his  Name, 
Vjf     And  tell  the  World  his  Grace  ; 
Sound  thro'  the  Earth  his  Deeds  of  Fame, 
That  all  may  feek  his  Face. 

z  His  Covenant,  which  he  kept  in  mind 
For  numerous  Ages  pa  ft, 
To  numerous  Ages  yet  behind 
In  equal  Force  fhall  laft. 

5  He  fware  to  Abraham  and  his  Seed, 

And  made  the  Blefling  fure : 

C entile!  the  an  tier)  t  Promife  read, 

And  find  his  Truth  endure. 

4  u  Thy  Seed  fhall  make  all  Nations  Weft, 

(Said  the  Almighty  Voice) 
"  And  Canaan's  Land  fhall  be  their  Reft, 
"  The  Type  of  Heavenly  Joys. 

5  [How  large  the  Grant !  how  rich  the  Grace3 

To  give  them  Canaan  s  Land, 
When  they  were  Strangers  in  the  Place, 
A  little  feeble  Band  ! 

4  Like  Pilgrims  thro9  the  Countries  round 
Securely  they  remov'd  ; 
And  haughty  Kings  that  oa  jfolB  frownU 
Severely  he  zeprov'd* 
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7  u  Touch  mine  Anointed,  and  ray  Arm 
"  Shall  foo-n  revenge  the  Wrong  ; 
"  The  Man  that  does  my  Prophets  harm 
"  Shall  know  their  God  is  itrong. 

S  *Then  let  the  World  forbear  its  Rage, 
Nor  put  the  Church  in  Fear  ; 
Ifrael  mufi  live  thro'  every  Aget 
And  be  th'  Almighty's  Care. 

Pause     I. 

9  When  Pharaoh  dar'd  to  vex  the  Saints, 

And  thus  provok'd  their  God, 
Mofes  was  fent  at  their  Complaints, 
Arm'd  with  his  dreadful  Rod.    > 

10  He  call'd  for  Darknefs :  Darknefs  came 

Like  an  o'erwhelming  Flood  : 
He  turn'd  each  Lake  and  every  Stream 
To  Lakes  and  Streams  of  Blood. 

ii  We  gave  the  Sign,  and  noifom  Flies 
Thro'  the  whole  Country  fpread  * 
And  Frogs  in  croaking  Armies  rife 
About  the  Monarch's  Bed. 

12  Thro' Fields  and  Towns  and  Palaces 

The  tenfold  Vengeance  flew  ; 
Locuft  in  Swarms  devour'd  their  Trees, 
And  Hail  their  Cattle  flew. 

13  Then  by  an  Angel's  midnight  Stroke 

The  Flower  of  Egypt  dy'd  , 
The  Strength  of  every  Houfe  was  broke^ 
Their  Giory,  ar.d  cheir  Pride. 

IfyNow  let  the  World  forbear  its  Rx?e% 
Nor  put  the  Church  in  Fear  ; 
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Ifrael  mnft  live  thro"  every  Agey 
And  be  th*  Almighty's  Care, 

Pa  use     II. 

1 5  Thus  were  the  Tribes  from-  Bondage  brought^ 

And  left  the  hated  Ground  ; 
Each  fome  Egyptian  Spoils  had  got, 
And  not  one  feeble  found. 

16  The  Lord  himfelf  chofe  out  their  Way, 

Andmark'd  their  Journeys  right, 
Gave  them  a  leading  Cloud  by  Day, 
A  fiery  Guide  by  Night. 

17  They  thirft  ;  and  Waters  from  the  Rock 

In  rich  Abundance  flow, 
And  following  ftill  the  Courfe  they  took 
Ran  all  the  DefartthroV 

18  O  wond'rous  Stream  !  O  bleffed  Type 

Of  ever-flowing  Grace  ! 
So  Chrifi  our  Rock  maintains  our  Life 
Th*o*  all  this  Wildernefs. 

19  Thus  guarded  by  trV  Almighty  Hand 

The  chofen  Tribes  poffeft 
Canaan  the  rich,  the  promis'd  Land", 
And  there  enjoy'd  their  Reft* 

10  'Then  let  the  World  forbear  its  Raget 
1%e  Chureh  renounce  her  Tear  ; 
Ifrael  rnufl  Jive  thro"  every  Age, 
And  be  the  Almighty  s  Care. 

Psalm  CVI.     1—5.     Firji  Part. 

Traife  to  God  ;  or,  Communis  with  Saints* 

t  npo  God  the  Great,  the  Ever-Meft, 
X    Let  Songs  of  Honour  be  addreft ; 
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His  Mercy  firm  for  ever  ftands  ; 

Give  him  the  Thanks  his  Love  demands. 

2  Who  knows  the  Wonders  of  thy  Ways  ? 
Who  fhall  fulfil  thy4>oundkfs  Praife  ? 
Bleft  are  the  Souls  that  fear  Thee  ftill, 
And  pay  their  Duty  to  thy  Will. 

3  Remember  what  thy  Mercy  did 
For  Jacob's  Race,  thy  chofen  Seed  ; 
And  with  the  fame  Salvation  blefs 
The  meaneft  Suppliant  of  thy  Grace. 

4,  O  may  I  fee  thy  Tribes  rejoice, 

And  aid  their  Triumphs  with  my  Voice  t 
This  is  my  Glory,  Lord,  to  be 
Join'd  to  thy  Saints  and  near  to  Thee. 

Psalm  CVI.     Second  Fart.     Ver.  7,  S,  12 14:^ 

43 48. 

Ifrael  punijb'd  and  pardon  dy  or,  God's  unchangeable 
Love. 

1   S~>  OD  of  eternal  Love, 
\J  How  fickle  are  our  Ways  ! 

And  yet  how  oft  did  Ifrael  prove 
Thy  Conftancy  of  Grace  ! 

1  They  faw  thy  Wonders  wrought, 

And  then  thy  Praife  they  fung  ; 
But  foon  thy  Works  of  Power  forgot, 

And  murrnur'd  with  their  Tongue. 

3  Now  they  believe  his  Word 
While  Rocks  with  Rivers  flow  ^ 

Now  with  their  Lufls  provoke  the  Lord, 
And  he  reduc'd  them  low. 

4  Yet  when  they  mourn'd  their  Fawlts; 
He^hearken^I  to  their  Groans,  Breugte 
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Brought  his  own  Cov'nant  to  his  Thoughts, 
And  caird  them  ftill  his  Sons.      _ 

5  Their  Names  were  in  his  Book, 
He  fav'd  them  from  their  Foes ; 

Oft  he  chaftis'd,  but  ne'er  forfook 
The  People  that  he  chofe. 

6  Let  Ifrael '  blefs  the  Lord, 
Who  lov'd  their  ancient  Race  ; 

And  Chrlflians  join  the  folemn  Word 
Amen  to  all  the  Praife. 

Psalm  CVII.     Firfl  Part 
Ifrael  led  to  Canaan,  and  Chrijlians  to  Heaven* 
i    S^>  Ive  Thanks  to  God  :  He  reigns  above, 
\JJ  Kind  are  his  Thoughts,  his  Name  is  Love 
His  Mercy  Ages  paft  have  known, 
And  Ages  long  to  come  fhall  own. 

2  Let  the  Redeemed  of  the  Lord 
The  Wonders  of  his  Grace  record  ; 
Ifrael)  the  Nation  whom  he  chofe, 
And  refcu'd  from  their  mighty  Foes. 

3  [When  God's  almighty  Arm  had  broke 
I     Their  Fetters  and  th'  Egyptian  Yoke, 

They  trac'd  she  Defart  wandring  round  ; 
A  wild  and  folitary  Ground  ! 

4  There  they  could  find  no  leading  Road, 
Nor  City  for  a  fix'd  Abode  ; 

Nor  Food,  nor  Fountain  to  affwage 
Their  burning  Thirfi>  or  Hungers  Rage.] 

5  In  their  Diftrefs  to  God  they  cry 'd, 

God  was  their  Saviour  and  their  Guide  ; 
He  led  their  March  far  wandering  round  ; 
.Twas  the  right  Path  to  Canmns  Ground* 

*  Tbw 
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6  Thus  when  our  firft  Releafe  we  gain^ 
From  Sins  old  Yoke  and  Safari *s  Chain, 
We  have  this  defart  World  to  pafs, 
A  dangerous  and  a  tirefome  Place- 

7  He  feeds  and  cloaths  us  all  the  Way, 
He  guides  our  Foot-fteps  left  we  (tray, 
He  guards  us  with  a  powerful  Hand, 
And -brings  us  to  the  heavenly  Land. 

8  O  let  the  Saints  with  joy  record 

The  Truth  and  Goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ! 
How  great  his  Works !  how  kind  his  Ways  ! 

Let  every  Tongue  pronounce  his  Praife. 

Psalm  CVII.     Second  Pari. 
Correction  for  Sin>  and  Relea/e  by  Prayer. 
i  17Rom  Age"to  Age  exalt  his  Name, 
j^    God  and  his  Grace  are  frill  the  fame  : 
He  fills  the  hungry  Soul  with  Food, 
And  feeds  the  Poor  with  every  Good. 

z  But  if  their  Hearts  rebel  and  rife 
Againlr  the  God  that  rules  the  Skies, 
If  they  reject  his  heavenly  Word, 
And  flight  the  Counfels  of  the  Lord  ; 

g  He'll  bring  their  Spirits  to  the  Ground, 
And  no  Deliverer  fhall  be  found  ; 
Laden  with  Grief  they  wafte  their  Breath 
In  Darknefs  and  the  Shades  of  Death. 

4  Then  to  the  Lord  they  raife  their  Cries, 
He  makes  the  dawning  Light  arife, 
And  fcatters  all  that  difmal  Shade 
That  hung  fo  heavy  round  their  Head, 

5  He  cuts  the  Bars  of  Brafs  in  two, 
<&&d  lets  the  fouling  Prifgaers  thro/; 

Take? 
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Takes  off  the  Load  of  Guilt  and  Grief, 
And  gives  the  labouring  Soul  Relief* 

6  O  may  the  Sons  of  Men  record  ! 
The  wondrous  Goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ! 
How  great  his  Works  !  how  kind  his  Ways ! 
Let  every  Tongue  pronounce  his  Praife. 

Psalm  CVII.     IfhirdTart. 

Intemperance  punifb'd  and  pardon  d  ;  or,  a  Pfalm  f 
the  Glutton  and  the  Drunkard. 

1  T    7Ain  Man  on  foolilh  Pleafures  bent 

V      Prepares  for  his  own  Punifhmervt, 
What  Pains,  what  loathfome  Maladies 
From  Luxury  and  Luft  arife  ! 

2  The  Drunkard  feels  his  Vitals  wafte, 
Yet  drowns  his  Health  to  pleafe  his  Tafte : 
Tifl  all  his  active  Powers  are  loft, 
And  fainting  Life  draws  near  the  Duft. 

5  The  Glutton  groans  and  loaths  to  eat, 
His  Soul  abhors  delicious  Meat : 
Nature  with  heavy  Loads  oppreft 
Would  yield  to  Death  to  be  releas'd ; 

4  Then  how  the  frighted  Sinners  fly 
To  God  for  help  with  earneft  Cry  ! 
He  hears  their  Groans,  prolongs  their  Breath, 
And  faves  them  from  approaching  Death*. 

5  No  Medicines  could  effecl:  the  Cure 
So  quick,  fo  eafy,  or  fo  fure  : 
The  deadly  Sentence  God  repeals, 
He  fends  hisfovereign  Word  and  heals. 

4  O  may  the  Sons  of  Men  record 
The  wondrous  Goodnefs  of  the  Lord  I 

A»< 
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And  let  their  thankful  Offerings  prove 
How  they  adore  their  Maker's  Love. 

Psalm  CVIL     Fourth  Part.    Long  Metre. 

Deliverance  from  Storms  and  Shipzvvaek  \  or,  the  Sea- 
man s   Song. 

1  X/l/Ould  you  behold  the  Works  of  God, 

V  V    His  Wonders  in  the  World  abroad, 
►     Go  with  the  Mariners,  and  trace 
The  unknown  Regions  of  the  Seas. 

2  They  leave  their  native  Shores  behind, 
And  feize  the  Favour  of  the  Wind  ; 
Till  God  command,  and  Tempefts  rife 
That  heave  the  Ocean  to  the  Skies. 

3  Now  to  the  Heavens  they  mount  amain, 
Now  fink  to  dreadful  Deeps  again  ; 
What  ftrange  Affrights  young  Sailors  feel, 
And  like  a  daggering  Drunkard  reel  / 

4  When  Land  is  far,  and  Death  is  nigh, 
Loft  to  all  hope,  to  God  they  cry  : 
His  Mercy  hears  the  loud  Addrefs, 
And  fends  Salvation  in  Diftrefs. 

5  He  bids  the  Winds  their  Wrath  aflwage, 
The  furious  Waves  forget  their  Rage  \ 
*Tis  calm  \  and  Sailors  fmile  to  fee 
The  Haven  where  they  wifh'd  to  be. 

6  O  may  the  Sons  of  Men  record 

The  wondrous  Goodnefs  of  the  Lord  / 
Let  them  their  private  Offerings  bring, 
And  in  the  Church  his  Glory  fing. 

Psalm 
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Psalm  CVIL     Fourth  Fart.     Common  Metre. 
"The  Mariner  s  TJalm. 
I  np  H  Y  Works  of  Glory,  mighty  Lord, 
X       Thy  Wonders  in  the  Deeps 
The  Sons  of  Courage  fhall  record 
Who  trade  in  floating  Ships. 

s  At  thy  Command  the  Winds  arife, 
And  fvvell  the  to  wiring  Waves ; 
The  Men  aftonifh'd  mount  the  Skies, 
And  fink  in  gaping  Graves. 

3  [[Again  they  climb  the  watry  Hills, 

And  plunge  in  Deeps  again  ; 
Each  like  a  tottering  Drunkard  reels, 
And  finds  his  Courage  vain. 

4  Frighted  to  hear  the  Tempeft  roar 

They  pant  with  fluttering  Breath, 
p-  And  hopelefs  of  the  diftant  Shore 
Expeft  immediate  Death.] 

5  Then  to  the  Lord  they  raife  their  Cries  ; 

He  hears  the  loud  Requeft, 
And  orders  Silence  thro'  the  Skies, 
And  lays  the  Floods  to  reft. 

6  Sailors  rejoice  to  lofe  their  Fears, 

And  fee  the  Storm  allay'd  : 
Now  to  their  Eyes  the  Port  appears  ; 
There  let  their  Vows  be  paid. 

7  sTis  God  that  brings  them  fafe  to  Land  ; 

Let  flupid  Mortals  know 
That  Waves  are  under  his  Command, 
And  all  the  Winds  that  blow. 

8  O  that  the  Sons  of  Men  would  praife 

The  Goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ? 
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And  thofe  that  fee  thy  wondrous  Ways 
Thy  wondrous  Love  record  ! 

Psalm  CVII.     Laft  Part. 

Colonies  planted  ;  or,  Nations  hlc  ft  and  punifo'd, 

A  Pfalm  for  New-England. 

WHen  God  provok'd  with  daring  Crimes, 
Scourges  the  Madnefs  of  the  Times, 
He  turns  their  Fields  to  barren  Sand, 
And  dries  the  Rivers  from  the  Land. 

His  Word  can  raife  the  Springs  again, 
And  make  the  wither'd  Mountains  green, 
Send  fhow'ry  Bleflings  from  the  Skies  ; 
And  Harvefts  in  the  Defart  rife. 

[Where  nothing  dwelt  but  Beafts  of  Prey, 
Or  Men  as  fierce  and  wild  as  they, 
He  bids  the  Oppreft  and  Poor  repair, 
And  builds  them  Towns  and  Cities  there. 

They  fow  the  Fields,  and  Trees  they  plant, 
Whofe  yearly  Fruit  fupplies  their  Want: 
Their  Race  grows  up  from  fruitful  Stocks, 
Their  Wealth  increafes  with  their  Flocks. 

Thus  they  are  bleft ;  but  if  they  fin, 
He  lets  the  Heathen  Nations  in, 
A  favage  Crew  invades  their  Lands, 
Their  Princes  die  by  barbarous  Hands. 

Their  captive  Sons  expos'd  to  Scorn 
Wander  unpity'd  and  forlorn  : 
The  Country  lies  unfenc'd,  untill'd, 
And  Defolation  fpreads  the  Field. 

Yet  if  the  humbled  Nation  mourns, 
Again  his  dreadful  Hand  he  turns  ; 

Aain 
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I 
Again  he  makes  their  Cities  thrive, 
And  bids  the  dying  Churches  live.] 

8  The  Righteous  with  a  joyful  Senfe 
Admire  the  Works  of  Providence ; 
And  Tongues  of  Atheifts  fhall  no  more 
Blafpheme  the  God  that  Saints  adore. 

9  How  few  with  pious  Care  record 
Thefe  wondrous  Dealings  of  the  Lord  ? 
But  wife  Obfervers  ftill  fhall  find 
The  Lord  is  holy,  juft  and  kind. 

Psalm  CIX.     Ver.  1  —  5,  31. 
Love  to  Enemies  from  the  Example  of  Chrift. 
1    /^OD  of  my  Mercy  and  my  Praife, 
VJF     Thy  Glory  is  my  Song  ; 
Tho*  Sinners  fpeak  againft  thy  Grace 
With  a  bla(pheming  Tongue, 

%  When  in  the  Form  of  mortal  Man 
Thy  Son  on  Earth  was  found, 
With  cruel  Slanders,  falfe  and  vain 
They  compaft  him  around. 

3  Their  Miferies  his  Compaffion  move, 
Their  Peace  he  ftill  purfu'd  ; 
They  render  Hatred  for  his  Love, 
And  Evil  for  his  Good. 

4.  Their  Malice  rag'd  without  a  Caufe, 
Yet  with  his  dying  Breath 
He  pray'd  for  Murderers  on  his  Crofs, 
And  bleft  his  Foes  in  Death. 

5  Lord,  fhall  thy  bright  Example  fhine 
In  vain  before  my  Eyes  ? 
Give  me  a  Soul  a-kin  to  Thine, 
To  love  my  Enemies. 

6  Tru 
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>  The  Lord  fhall  on  my  Side  engage, 
And  in  my  Saviour's  Name 

I  fhall  defeat  their  Pride  and  Rage 

Who  flander  and  condemn. 

Psalm  CX.     Firfi  Part.     Long  Metre. 

ivbrift  exalted,    and  Multitudes  converted  ;  or,  Hie 
Succefs  of  the  GofpeL 

THus  the  Eternal  Father  fpake 
To  Chrlfi  the  Son  ;  "  Afcend  and  fit 
"  At  my  Right-hand,  till  I  fhall  make 
"  Thy  Foes  fubmiffive  at  thy  Feet. 

44  From  Zion  fhall  thy  Word  proceed, 
44  Thy  Word,  the  Scepter  in  thy  Hand, 
44  Shall  make  the  Hearts  of  Rebels  bleed, 
M  And  bow  their  Wills  to  thy  Command. 

II  That  Day  fhall  fhew  thy  Power  is  grear, 

"  When  Saints  fhall  flock  with  willing  Minds^ 
"  And  Sinners  croud  thy  Temple-Gate, 
44  Where  Holinefsin  Beauty  mines. 

j,  O  blefled  Power  !  O  glorious  Day  \ 
What  a  large  Vi&ory  fhall  enfue  ! 
And  Converts  who  thy  Grace  obey 
Exceed  the  Drops  of  Morning-Dew. 

Psalm  CX.    Second  Part.    Long  Metre. 
"The  Kingdom  and  Priefihood  of  Chrilt. 

THus  the  great  Lord  of  Earth  and  Sea 
Spake  to  his  Son,  and  thus  he  fwore  ; 
44  Eternal  fhall  thy  Priefthood  be, 
44  And  change  from  Hand  to  Hand  no  more. 

44  Aaron  and  all  his  Sons  muft  die: 
But  everlafting  Life  is  Thine, 

«  To 
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"  To  fave  for  ever  thofe  that  fly 

w  For  Refuge  from  the  Wrath  divine. 

5  "  By  me  Melchifedek  was  made 
li  On  Earth  a  King  and  Prieft  at  once  ; 
cC  And  Thou  my  Heavenly  Prieft  fhalt  plead, 
li  And  Thou  my  King,  flialt  rule  my  Sons, 

4  Jefus  the  Prieft  afcends  his  Throne, 
While  Counfels  of  Eternal  Peace 
Between  the  Father  and  the  Son 
Proceed  with  Honour  and  Succefs. 

jl  Thro*  the  whole  Earth  his  Reign  fhall  ipfead, 
And  crulh  the  Powers  that  dare  rebel : 
Then  fhall  he  judge  the  rifing  Dead, 
And  fend  the  guilty  World  to  Hell. 

6  Tho'  while  he  treads  his  glorious  Way, 
He  drink  the  Cup  of  Tears  and  Blood, 
The  Sufferings  of  that  dreadful  Day 
Shall  but  advance  him  near  to  God. 

Psalm  CX.     Common  Metre. 
Chrift'/  Kingdom  and  Vriefthood. 

1  TEfus,  our  Lord,  afcend  thy  Throne, 
J     And  near  the  Father  fit ; 

In  Zion  fhall  thy  Power  be  known. 
And  make  thy  Foes  fubmit. 

2  What  Wonders  fhall  thy  Gofpel  do  ! 

Thy  Converts  fhall  furpaft 
The  numerous  Drops  of  Mo«rning-Dew 
And  own  thy  fovereign  Grace. 

3  God  hath  pronounc'd  a  firm  Decree, 

Nor  changes  what  he  fwore  ; 
«  Eternal  fhall  thy  Priefthood  be, 
6i  When  Aaron  is  no  more. 
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"  Melchrfedeh  that  wondrous  Prieft, 

"  That  King  of  high  Degree, 
r   That  holy  Man  who  Abraham  bleft 

M  Was  but  a  Type  of  Thee, 

»  Jeft4S  our  Pr^ft  fox  ever  lives 
To  plead  for  us  above  ; 
Jefus  our  King  for  ever  gives 
The  Bleffings  of  his  Love. 

God'fhall  exalt  his  glorious  Head, 

And  his  high  Throne  maintain, 
Shall^ike  the  Powers  and  Princes  dead 

Who  dare  oppofe  his  Reign. 

Psalm  CXF.     FrrJIPtrrt. 
'The  Wifdom  of  God  in  his  Works* 

SOngs  of  immortal  Praife  belong 
To  my  Almighty  God  ; 
He  has  my  Heart,  and  he  my  Tongue 
To  fpread  his  Name  abroad. 

How  great  the  Works  his  Hand  has  wrought  f 

How  glorious  in  our  Sight  / 
And  Men  in  every  Age  ha^e  fought 

His  Wonders  with  Delight. 

How  mofi  exaft  is  Nature's  Frame  / 

How  wife  th'  Eternal  Mind  ! 
His  Counfels  never  change  the  Scheme 

That  his  firft  Thoughts  delign'd. 

I  When  he  redeem'd  his  chofen  Sons, 
He  fix'd  his  Covenant  fure  : 
The  Orders  that  his  Lips  pronounce 
To  endlefs  Years  endure. 

Nature  and  Time  and  Earth  and  Skies 
Thy  heavenly  Skill  proclaim  : 

What 
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What  fliall  we  do  to  make  us  wife, 
But  learn  to  read  thy  Name  ? 

6  To  fear  thy  Power,  to  truft  thy  Grace 
Is  our  divineft  Skill ; 
And  he's  the  wifeft  of  our  Race 
That  beft  obeys  thy  WilL 

Psalm  CXI.    Second  Pari. 
I'he  terfeBlons  of  God, 
i   /^>  Reat  is  the  Lord  ;  his  Works  of  Might 
\JT     Demand  our  nobleft  Sengs  ; 

Let  his  affembled  Saints  unite  q 

Their  Harmony  of  Tongues, 

z  Great  is  the  Mercyr  of  the  Lord, 
He  gives  his  Children  Food  ; 
And  ever  mindful  of  his  Word, 
He  makes  his  Promife  good. 

3  His  Son  the  great  Redeemer  came 

To  feal  his  Covenant  fure: 

Holy  and  reverend  is  his  Name, 

His  Ways  are  juft  and  pure. 

4  They  that  would  grow  divinely  Wife 

Muft  with  his  Fear  begin  ; 
Our  faireft  Proof  of  Knowledge  lies 
In  hating  every  Sin. 

Psalm  CXII.    As  the  1 1 3th  Pfalm. 
*The  BleJJlngs  of  the  liberal  Man. 
I  nPWat  Man  is  bleft  who  (lands  in  Awe 
X     ©£-God,  and  loves  his  facred  Law  : 
His  Seed  on  Earth  {hall  be  renown'd  ; 
His  Houfe,  *  the  Seat  of  Wealth  fhall  be 
An  inexhaijfted  Treafury, 
And  with  fucceffive  Honours  crown'd, 
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a  His  liberal  Favours  he  extends, 
To  Some  he  gives,  to  Others  lends : 

A  generous  Pity  fills  his  Mind  ; 
Yet  what  his  Charity  impairs, 
He  faves  by  Prudence  in  Affairs, 
And  thus  he's  juft  to  all  Mankind. 

3  His  Hands,  while  they  his  Alms  beftow'd, 
His  Glory's  future  Harveft  fow'd  ; 

The  fweet  Remembrance  of  the  Jufl: 
Like  a  green  Root  revives  and  bears 
A  train  of  Bleffings  for  his  Heirs, 

When  dying  Nature  fleeps  in  Duft, 

4  Befet  with  threatning  Dangers  round, 
Unmov'd  fhall  he  maintain  his  Ground  ; 

His  Confcience  holds  his  Courage  up : 
The  Sowl  that's  fill'd  with  Vertue's  Light, 
Shines  brighteft  in  Affli&ions  Night : 

And  fees  in  Darknefs  Beams  of  Hepe, 

Pause. 

5  £111  Tidings  never  can  fur-prize 
His  Heart  that  fix'd  on  God  relies, 

Tho1  Waves  and  Tempefh  roar  around  : 
Safe  on  the  Rock  he  fits,  and  fees 
The  Shipwreck  of  his  Enemies, 

And  all  their  Hope  and  Glory  drown'd. 

6  The  Wicked  fhall  his  Triumph  fee, 
And  gnalh  their  Teeth  in  Agony, 

To  find  their  Expectations  croft  : 
They  and  their  Envy,  Pride  and  Spite 
Sink  down  to  everlafting  Night, 

And  all  their  Names  in  Darknefs  loft.3 
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Psalm  CXII.    Long  Metre. 
*Tke  BJejftngs  of  the  Pious  and  Charitable. 

1  *~T~iHrice  happy  Man  who  fears  the  Lord, 

Loves  his  Commands,  and  trufts  his  Word  ; 
Honour  and  Peace  his  Days  attend, 
And  Bleffings  to  his  Seed  defcend. 

2  Companion  dwells  upon  his  Mind, 
To  Works  of  Mercy  ftill  ir.clin'd  : 
He  lends  the  Poor  fome  prefent  Aid, 
Or  gives  them,  not  to  be  repaid. 

When  Times  grow  dark,  and  Tidings  fpread 
?    That  fill  his  Neighbours  round  with  Dread, 
His  Heart  is  arnVd  againft  the  Fear, 
For  God  with  all  his  Power  is  there. 

4  His  Soul  well  fix*d  upon  the  Lord 
Draws  heavenly  Courage  from  his  Word  : 
Amidft  the  Darknefs  Light  {hall  rife 

To  chear  his  Heart  and  blefs  his  Eyes. 

5  He  hath  difperft  his  Alms  abroad, 
His  Works  are  Hill  before  his  God  ; 
His  Name  on  Earth  fhall  long  remain, 
While  envious  Sinners  fret  in  vain. 

Psalm  CXII.    Common  Metre. 
Liberality  rewarded. 
I  TTAppy  is  he  that  fears  the  Lord, 
X"j[     And  follows  his  Commands, 
Who  lends  the  Poor  without  Reward, 
Or  gives  with  liberal  Hands. 

a  As  Pity  dwells  within  his  Breaft 
To  all  the  Sons  of  Need  ; 
So  God  fhall  anfwer  his  Requeft 
With  Bleffings  on  his  Seed. 

$  No 
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$  No  evil  Tidings  fhall  furprizej 
His  well-eftablifVd  Mind  ; 
His  Soul  to  God  his  Refuge  flies. 
And  leaves  his  Fears  behind. 

4  In  Times  of  general  Diftrefs 

Some  Beams  of  Light  fhall  flhine, 
To  fhew  the  World  his  Righteoufneftj 
And  give  him  Peace  divine, 

5  His  Works  of  Piety  and  Love 

Remain  before  the  Lord  ; 
Honour  on  Earth  and  Joys  above 
Shall  be  his  fure  Reward. 

Psalm  CXIII.     Froper  Tune. 
'The  Majejly  <wd  Condefcenfion  of  God. 

i  "V^E  that  delight  to  ferve  the  Lord, 
X     The  Honours  of  his  Name  record, 
His  facred  Name  for  ever  blefs : 
Where-e'er  the  circling  Sun  difplays 
His  rifing  Beams,  or  fetting  Rays, 
Let  Lands  and  Seas  his  Power  confefs. 

>   Not  Time,  nor  Nature's  narrow  Rounds 
Can  give  his  vafr  Dominion  Bounds  ; 

The  Heavens  are  far  below  his  Height: 
Let  no  created  Greatnefs  dare 
With  our  eternal  God  compare, 

Arm'd  with  his  uncreated  Might. 

He  bows  his  glorious  Head  to  view 
What  the  bright  Hofts  of  Angels  do, 

And  bends  his  Care  to  mortal  Things  ; 
His  fovereign  Hand  exalts  the  Poor, 
He  takes  the  Needy  from  the  Door, 

And  makes  them  Company  for  Kings. 

L;  4  When 
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j  When  childlefs  Families  defpair, 
He  fends  the  Bleffing  of  an  Heir 

To  refcue  their  expiring  Name  ; 
The  Mother  with  a  thankful  Voice 
Proclaims  hisPraiffs  and  her  Joys: 
Let  every  Age  advance  his  Fame* 

Psalm  CXIII.    Long  Metre. 
-   God  Sovereign  and  Gracious. 

t  \7"E  Servants  of  th*  Almighty  King, 

j[     In  every  Age  his  Praifes  fing  ; 

Wherc-e'er  the  Sun  fhall  rife  or  fet, 

The  Nations  fhall  his  Praife  repeat. 

a  Above  the  Earth,  beyond  the  Sky 
Stands  his  high  Throne  of  Ma  jetty : 
Nor  Time  nor  Place  his  Power  reftrain, 
Nor  bound  his  univerfal  Reign. 

3  Which  of  the  Sons  of  Adim  dare, 

*   Or  Angels  with  their  God  compare  1 
His  Glories  how  divinely  bright, 
Who  dwells  in  uncreated  Light ! 

4  Behold  his  Love :  He  ftoops  to  view 
What  Saints  above  and  Angels  do  ; 
And  condefcends  yet  more  to  kno?/ 
The  mean  Affairs  of  Men  below. 

<  From  Duft  and  Cottages  obfeure 
His  Grace  exalts  the  humble  Poor ; 
Gives  them  the  Honour  of  his  Sons, 
And  fits  them  for  their  heavenly  Thrones. 

6  [A  Word  of  his  creating  Voice 
Can  make  the  barren  Houfe  rejoice  : 
The*  Sarah's  ninety  Years  were  paft, 
The  prorois'd  Seed  is  born  at  laft. 
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7  With  Joy  the  Mother  views  her  Son, 
And  tells  the  Wonders  God  has  done  : 
Faith  may  grow  ftrong  when  Senfe  defpairs'; 
If  Nature  fails,  the  Promife  bears.] 

Psalm    CXIV. 

Miracles  attending  Ifraelj  Jour  my. 

1  \/\7*Hen  Ifraelt  freed  from  Pharaoh'sHznd, 

V  V     Left  the  proud  Tyrant  and  his  Land, 
The  Tribes  with  chearful  Homage  own 
Their  King,  and  Jxdab  was  his  Throne* 

2  A  crofs  the  Deep  their  Journey  lay  ; 
The  Deep  divides  to  make  them  Way  ; 
Jordan  beheld  their  March,  and  fled 
With  backward  Current  to  his  Head. 

3  The  Mountains  fhook  like  frighted  Sheep, 
Like  Lambs  the  little  Hillocks  leap  ; 

Not  Sinai  on  her  Bafe  could  ftand, 
Confcious  of  fovereign  Power  at  Hand.' 

4  What  Power  could  make  the  Deep  divide  ? 
Make  Jordan  backward  roll  his  Tide  I 
Why  did  ye  leap,  ye  little  Hills  ? 

And  whence  the  Fright  that  Sinai  feels? 

5  Let  every  Mountain,  every  Flood 
Retire,  and  know  th*  approaching  God, 
The  King  of  Ifrael  :  See  him  here  ; 
Tremble  thou  Earth,  adore  and  fear. 

6  He  thunders,  and  all  Nature  mourns  : 
The  Rock  to  landing  Pools  he  turns ; 
Flints  fpring  with  Fountains  at  his  Word, 
And  Fires  and  Seas  confefs  the  Lord. 
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Psalm  CXV.     Firft  Metre. 
Hlhe  true  God  cur  Refuge  ;  or,  Idolatry  repr&ued. 

1  'V  "T  O  T  to  our  felves,  -who  ate  but  Duft, 
JJN   Not  to  our  felves  is  Glory  due, 
Eternal  God,  Thou  only  Juit, 

Thou  only  Gracious,  Wife  and  True. 

2  Shine  forth  in  all  thy  dreadful  Name  ; 
Why  fhould  a  Heathens  haughty  Tongue 
Inful t  us,  and  to  raife  our  Shame 

Say, '"  Where  s  the  God  youve  fervd  fo  long  ? 

3  The  God  we  ferve  maintains  his  Throne 
Above  the  Clouds,  beyond  the  Skies, 
Thro'  all  the  Earth  his  Will  is  done, 

He  knows  our  Groans,  he  hears  our  Cries. 

4  But  the  vain  Idols  they  adore 

Are  fenfelefs  Shapes  of  Stone  and  Wood  ; 
At  beft  a  Mafs  of  glittering  Oar, 
A  filver  Saint,  or  golden  Gud. 

5  [With  Eyes  and  Ears  they  carve  their  Head  ; 
Deaf  are  their  Ears,  their  Eyes  are  blind  ; 
In  vain  are  coftly  Offerings  made, 

And  Vows  are  fcatter'd  in  the  Wind. 

$  Their  Feet  were  never  made  to  move, 
Nor  Hands  to  fave  when  Mortals  pray  ; 
Mortals  that  pay  them  Fear  or  Love 
Seem  to  be  blind  and  deaf  as  they.] 

j  O  Ifraely  make  the  Lord  thy  Hope, 
Thy  Help,  thy  Refuge,  and  thy  Reft  j 
The  Lord  fh.all  build  thy  Ruins  up, 
And  blefs  the  People  and  the  Prieft. 

8  The  Dead  no  more  can  fpeak  thy  Praife, 
They  dwell  in  Silence  and  the  Grave  ;  v 
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But  we  fhall  live  to  fing  thy  Grace, 
And  tell  the  World  thy  Pow'r  to  fave. 

s  a  l  m  CXV.     Secr.d  Metre.     As  the  New  Tune 
of  the  50th  Pfalm. 

Pvpijh  Idolatry  reprovd. 
A  Pfalm  for  the  5th  of  November. 

I    Tv  TOT  to  our  Names,  Thou  only  Juft  and  True, 
•  JL^    Net  to  our  v-orthlefsNames  is  Glory  due: 
Thy  Power  and  Grace,  thy  Truth  and  juftice  claim 
Immortal  Honours  to  thy  fovereign  Name. 
Shine  thro*  the  Earth  from  Heaven  thy  bleft  Abode, 
Nor  let  the  Heathens  fay;  "  And  where  s your  God* 

(Throne, 
Heaven  is  thine  higher  Court :  There  ftands  thy 
And  thro'  the  lower  Worlds  thy  Will  is  done: 
Our  God  fram'd  all  this  Earth,  thefe  Heavens  he 

(fpread, 
But  Fools  adore  theGods  their  Hands  have  made: 
The  kneeling  Crowd  with  Looks  devout  behold 
Their  Silver-Saviours,  and  their  Saints  of  Gold* 

5  [Vain  are  thofe  artful  Shapes  of  Eyes  and  Ears  ; 
The  molten  Image  neither  fees  nor  hears  : 
Their  Hands  arehelplefs,  nor  their  Feet  canmovq, 
They  have  no  Speech,  nor  Thought,  nor  Power, 

(nor  Love  ; 
Yet  fottifh  Mortals  make  their  long  Complaints 
To  their  deaf  Idols,  and  their  movelefs  Saints. 

4  The  Rich  have  Statues  well  adorn'd  with  Gold  j 
The  Poor  content  with  Gods  of  coarfer  Mould, 
With  Tools  of  Iron  carve  the  fenfelefs  Stoek 
Lopt  from  a  Tree,  or  broken  from  a  Rock  : 
People  and  Prieft  drive  on  the  folemn  Trade, 
Andtruft  the  Gods  that  Saws  and  Hammers  made.] 
L  4.  5  Be 
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5  Be  Heaven  and  Earth  amazd  !  'Tis  hard  to  fay 
Which  is  more  ftupid,  or  their  Gods,  or  They. 

0  Ifrael,  truft  the  Lord  ;  he  hears  and  fees, 
He  knows  thy  Sorrows,  and  reftores  thy  Peace: 
Hi's  Worfhip  does  a  Thoufand  Comforts  yield, 
He  is  thy  Help,  and  he  thy  heavenly  Shield. 

6  O  Britain,  truft  the  Lord  :  Thy  Foes  in  vain 
Attempt  thy  Ruin,  and  oppofe  his  Reign  ; 

Had  they  prevail'd,  Darknefs  had  clos'd  our  Days, 
And  Death  and  Silence  had  forbid  his  Praife  : 
Eur  we  are  fav'd,  and  live  :  Let  Songs  arife, 
And  Britain  blefs  the  God  that  built  the  Skies. 

Psalm  CXVL     Firjt  Fart. 

Recovery  from  Slclznefs. 

i   T  Love  the  Lord  :  He  heard  my  Cries, 

1  And  pity'd  every  Groan  : 
Long  as  I  live,  when  Troubles  rife, 

Til  haften  to  his  Throne. 

2  I  love  the  Lord  :  He  bow'd  his  Ear 

And'  chas'd  my  Griefs  away  : 
O  let  my  Heart  no  more  defpairy 
While  I  have  Breath  to  pray  ! 

3  MyElefh  declin'd,  my  Spirits  fell, 

And  I  drew  near  the  Dead, 
While  inward  Pangs  and  Fears  of  Hell 
Perplex'd  my  wakeful  Head. 

4  "  My  God,  Icry'd,  thy  Servant  fave, 

M  Thcu  ever  Good  and  Juft  ; 
M  Thy  Power  can  refcue  from  the  Grave, 
*  Thy  Power  is  all  my  Truft- 

5  The  Lord  beheld  me  fore  diftrefl* 

He  bid  ray  Pains  remove ; 

Return^ 
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Return,  my  Soul,  to  God  thy  Reft, 
For  thou  haft  known  his  Love. 

6  My  God  hath  fav'd  my  Soul  from  Death, 
And  dry'd  my  falling  Tears : 
Now  to  his  Praife  I'll  fpend  my  Breath, 
And  my  remaining  Years. 

Psalm  CXVI.  12,  &c.     Second  Part. 

Vows  made  in  'Trouble  paid  in  the  Church  ;  or,  Fuhlick 
'Thanks  for  Private  deliverance. 

I   \\  J  Hat  fhall  I  render  to  my  God 
V  V      For  all  his  Kindnefs  fhown  * 
My  Feet  fhall  vifit  thine  Abode, 
My  Songs  addrefs  thy  Throne. 

1  Among  the  Saints  that  fill  thine  Houfe 
My  Offerings  fhall  be  paid1 ; 
There  fhall  my  Zeal  perform  the  Vows 
My  Soul  in  Anguifh  made, 

5  How  much  is  Mercy  thy  Delight, 
Thou  ever-blefled  God  I 
How  dear  thy  Servants  in  thy  Sight ! 
How  precious  is  their  Blood  ! 

4.  How  happy  al!  thy  Servants  are! 
How  great  thy  Grace  to  me  ! 
My  Life  which  thou  haft  made  thy  Care, 
Lord,  I  devote  to  Thee. 

5  Now  I  am  Thine,  for  ever  Thine, 
or  fhall  my  Purpofe  move  ; 
Thy  Hand  hath  loos'd  my  Bonds  of  Pain 
And  bound  me  with  thy  Love. 

Here  in  thy  Courts  I  leave  my  Vow, 
And  thy  rich  Grace  record  ; 

L  5  Witnefs, 
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^Witnefs,  ye  Saints,  who  hear  me  no w* 
If  I  forfake  the  Lord. 

Psalm  CXVII.     Common  Metre. 
Praife  to  God  from  all  Nations. 

l  f\  All  ye  Nations,  praife  the  Lord 
V^/     Each  with  a  different  Tongue  ; 
In  every  Language  learn  his  Word, 
And  let  his  Name  be  fung, 

a  His  Mercy  reigns  thro'  every  Land  ; 
Proclaim  his  Grace  abroad  ; 
For  ever  firm  his  Truth  fhall  ftand  ; 
Praife  ye  the  faithful  God, 

Psalm    CXVII.     Long  Metre. 

3  T7Rom  all  that  dwell  below  the  Skies 
JL     Let  the  Creator's  Praife  arife  : 
"Let  the  Redeemer's  Name  be  fung 
Tbro*  every  Land,  by  every  Tongue* 

&  Eternal  are  thy  Mercies,  Lord  ; 
Eternal  Truth  attends  thy  Word  ; 
Thy  Praife  fhall  found  from  Shore  to  Shore 
Till  Suns  fhall  rife  and  fet  no  more; 

Psalm  CXVII.    Short  Metre. 

.5  *Hp  H  Y  Name,  Almighty  Lord* 

±     Shall  found  thro*  diftant  Lands  ; 
Creat  is  thy  Grace,  and  fure  thy  Word  * 
Thy  Truth  for  ever  fiands. 

a  Far  be  thine  Honour  fpread, 

And  long  thy  Praife  endure, 
Till  Morning- Light  and  Evening-Shade 

Shall  be  exchang'd  no  more# 
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Psalm  CXVIIL    Flrfi  Part.     Vei.  6 — i  5. 
'Deliueuxnce  from  a  'Tumult. 

1  ^T^HE  Lord  appears  my  Helper  now, 

Nor  is  my  Faith  afraid 
What  all  the  Sons  of  Earth  can  do, 
Since  Heaven  affords  its  Aid. 

2  Tisfafer,  Lord,  to  hope  in  Thee, 

And  have  my  God  my  Friend, 
Than  truir  in  Men  of  high  Degree, 
And  on  their  Truth  depend. 

3  Like  Bees  my  Foes  befet  me  rounds 

A  large  and  angry  Swarm  ; 
But  I  fhall  alUheirflage  confound 
By  thine  Almighty  Arm. 

4  'Tis  thro'  the  Lord  my  Heart  is  ftrong, 

In  him  my  Lips  rejoice  ; 
While  his  Salvation  is  my  Song, 
How  chearful  is  my  Voice  I 

5  Like  angry  Bees  they  girt  me  round  ; 

When  God  appears  they  fly  i 
So  burning  Thorns  with  crackling  Sound    ' 
Make  a  fierce  blaz.e  and  die 

6  Joy  to  the  Saints  and  Peace  belongs  ; 

The  Lord  protects  their  Days : 
Let  Ifrael  tune  immortal  Songs 
To  his  Almighty  Grace. 

Psalm  CXVIIL     Second  Part.    Ver.  1 7— tu 
Pitblick  Praife  for  Deliverance  from  Death. 
1   ]       OrDj  thou  haft  heard  thy  Servant  cry, 

J /     And  refcu'd  from  the  Grave  ; 

Now  fhall  he  live  :  (and  nonz  can  dier 
If  God  refolve  to  fave.) 

z  Thy 
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z  Thy  Praife,  more  conftant  than  before, 
Shall  fill  his  daily  Breath  ; 
Thy  Hand  that  hath  chaftis'd  him  fore 
Defends  him  ftill  from  Death. 

5  Open  the  Gates  of  Zion  now, 
For  we  fhall  worfhip  there, 
The  Houfe  where  all  the  Righteous  go 
Thy  Mercy  to  declare. 

4  Among  th'Aflemblies  of  thy  Saints 
Our  thankful  Voice  we  raife  ; 
There  we  have  told  Thee  our  Complaints* 
And  there  we  fpeak  thy  Praife. 

£  s  a  l  m  CXVIIL     Itkird  Par*.    Ver.  22,  23* 

Chrifi  the  Fcttndaticn  of  his  Church* 

1  T)Ehold  the  fare  Foundation-Stone 
X3     ^hich  God  in  Zion  lays 
To  build  our  heavenly  Hopes  upon, 
And  his  Eternal  Praife. 

z  Chofen  of  God,  to  Sinners  dear, 
And  Saints- adore  the  Name, 
They  truft  their  whole  Salvation  here,. 
Nor  fhall  they  fuffer  Shame. 

J  The  foolifh  Builders,  Scribe  and  Prieft 
RejeS:  it  with  Difdain  ; 
Yet  on  this  Rock  the  Church  fhall  reft, 
And  Envy  rage  in  vain. 

4  What  tbo-  the  Gates  of  Hell  withftood, 
Yet  muft  this  Building  rife  : 
9Tis  thy  own  Work,  Almighty  God, 
And  wondrous  in  our  Eyes. 

P  S  A  l  MJ 
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Psalm  CXVIII.  Fourth  Part.  Ver.  24,  15,26. 

Hofanna;  tie  Lord' s-Day  :  or,  Chrift'j  Refurrefthn 

and  our  Salvation. 

1  npHis  is  the  Day  the  Lord  hath  made, 

X       He  calls  the  Hours  his  own  > 

Let  Heaven  rejoice,  let  Earth  be  gladr 

And  Praife  furround  the  Throne. 

To  Day  he  rofe  and  left  the  Dead, 

And  Satan's  Empire  feJl  ; 
To  Day  the  Saints  his  Triumph  fpread, 

And  all  his  Wonders  tell. 

Hofanna  to  th'  anointed  King, 

To  David's  holy  Son  : 
Help  us,  O  Lord ;  defcend  and  bring; 

Salvation  from  the  Throne, 

\  Bleft  be  the  Lord  who  comes  to  Men 
"With  MelTages  of  Grace  ; 
Who  comes  in  God  his  Father's  Name 
To  fave  our  finful  Race. 

Hofanna  in  the  higheft  Strains 

The  Church  on  Earth  can  raife  ; 
The  higheft  Heavens  in  which  he  reigns 

Shall  give  him  nobler  Praife. 

Psalm  CXVIII.  Ver.  22— 27.    Short  Metre. 

In  Hofanna  for  the  Lordrs-day  ;  or,  A  new  Song  of 
Salvation  by  Chrift: 

SE  E  vhata  living  Stone 
The  Builders  did  refufe  ; 
ret  God  hath  built  hifrChurch  thereoa 
In  Spight  of  envious  Jews* 

a  The 
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2.  The  Scribe  and  angry  Pri eft 

Rejeft  thine  only  Son  ; 
Yet  on  this  Rock  fhall  Zion  reft, 

As  the  chief  Corner-ftone. 

5  The  Work,  O  Lord,  is  Thine, 

And  wondrous  in  our  Eyes  ; 
This  Day  declares^  all  Divine, 

This  Day  did  Jefus  rife. 

4  This  is  the  glorious  Day 
That  our  Redeemer  made  ; 

Let  us  rejoice  and  fing  and  prayy 
Let  all  the  Church  be  glad. 

5  Hofanna  to  the  King 
Of  David's  Royal  Blood  ; 

Blefs  him,  ye  Saints  ;  He  comes  to  bring 
Salvation  from  your  God. 

6  We  blefs  thine  holy  Word 
Which  all  this  Grace  difplays  ; 

And  offer  on  thine  Altar,  Lord, 
Our  Sacrifice  of  Praife. 

Psalm  CXVIII.     22—27.     Long  Metre. 

'An  Hofanna  for  the  LortVs-day  ;  or,  A  new  Song  of 

Salvation  by  ChrifT. 

I  1       O  what  a  glorious  Corner  {tone 
J    J  The  Jewifo  Builders  did  refufe  ; 
But  God  hath  built  his  Church  thereon, 
In  Spight  of  Envy  and  the  Jews. 

%  Great  God,  the  Work  is  all  divine, 
The  Joy  and  Wonder  of  our  Eyes : 
This  is  the  Day  that  proves  it  thine, 
-The  Day  that  faw  oui  Saviou*  rife. 

3  Sinnerjj 


Psalms.  247 

Sinners  rejoice  ;  and  Saints,  be  glad  : 
Bo/anna,  let  his  Name  be  bleft  ; 
A  thoufand  Honours  on  his  Head 
With  Peace  and  Light  and  Glory  reft  ! 

j,  In  God's  own  Name  he  comes  to  bring 
Salvation  to  oor  dying  Race  ; 
Let  the  whole  Church  addrefs  their  King 
With  Hearts  of  Joy  and  Songs  of  Praife. 

Psalm  CXIX. 

J  have  collected  and  difpofed  the  mofl  ufcful  Verfet 
f  this  Tfalm  under  eighteen  different  Heads,  and 
yrm'd  a  Divine  Song  upon  each  of  them.  But  the 
erfes  are  much  tranfiofed  to  attain  fome  Degree  of 
Annexion. 

In  fome  VI aces  among  the  Words )  Law,  Com- 
mands, Judgments,  Tcftimonies,  /  have  ufed  Gof- 
el,  W*ord,  Grace,  Truth,  Promifes,  Qpc.  as  more 
greeable  to  the  New  Teflamenty  and  the  Common 
language  of  Chrifiians,  and  it  equally  anfwers  the 
lejlgn  of  the  Pfalmift,  which  was  to  recommend  the 
ioly  Scripture. 

Psalm  CXIX.     Firft  Fart. 
^he  Bleffednefs  of  Saints,  and  Miferyof  Sinners, 

Ver.  1,  2,  3. 

BLeft  are  the  undehTd  in  Heart, 
Whofe  Ways  are  right  and  clean  ; 
Who  never  from  thy  Law  depart, 
But  fly  from  every  Sin. 

Bleft  are  the  Men  that  keep  thy  Word, 

And  pra£Hfe  thy  Commands  ; 
With  their  whole  Heart  they  feek  the  Lord, 

And  ferve  Thee  with  their  Hands, 

Ver.  16 5, 
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Ver.  16s. 

3  Great  is  their  Peace  who  love  thy  Law  ; 

How  firm  their  Souls  abide  ! 
Nor  can  a  bold  Temptation  draw 
Their  fteddy  Feet  afide. 
Ver.   6. 

4  Then  fhall  my  Heart  have  inward  Joy, 

And  keep  my  Face  from  Shame, 
When  all  thy  Statutes  I  obey, 
And  honour  all  thy  Name. 
Ver.  zi,  118. 

5  But  haughty  Sinners  God  will  hatey 

The  Proud  fhall  die  accurft  ; 
The  Sons  of  Falfhood  and  Deceit 
Are  trodden  to  the  Duft. 

Ver.  119,  155. 

6  Vile  as  the  Drofs  the  Wicked  are  : 

And  thofe  that  leave  thy  Ways 
Shall  fee  Salvation  from  afar, 
But  never  tafte  thy  Grace, 

Psalm  CXIX.     Second  Part. 
Secret  'Devotion   and  Spritual-Triindedn-efs  \    or,  Con 
ftant  Converfe  tvitb  God. 
Ver.  147,  55. 
I  HpO  Thee,  before  the  dawning  Light, 
JL       My  gracious  God,  I  pray  \ 
I  meditate  thy  Name  by  Night, 
And  keep  thy  Law  by  Day. 
Ver.  81. 
%  My  Spirit  faints  to  fee  thy  Grace, 
Thy  Promife  bears  me  up  ; 
And  while  Salvation  long  delays,. 
Thy  Word  fupports  my  Hope* 
Ver.  164, 
3  Seven  Times  a  Day  I  lift  my  Hands, 
And  pay  my  Thanks  to  Thee  ; 

Thy 
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Thy  righteous  Providence  demands 
Repeated  Praife  from  me. 
Ver.  6z. 
4  When  Midnight-darknefs  vails  the  Skies, 
I  call  thy  Works  to  Mind  ; 
My  Thoughts  in  warm  Devotion  rife, 
And  fweer  Acceptance  find. 

Psalm  CXIX.     Third  Part. 
Trofejfions  of  Sincerity ,  Repentance  and  Obe&eiAe} 
Ver.  57,  60. 
j  ^T^Hou  art  my  Portion,  O  my  God  ; 
X       Soon  as  I  know  thy  Way,* 
My  Heart  makes  hade  t'  obey  thy  Word, 
And  fuffers  no  Delay. 

Ver.  50,  14. 

2  I  chnfe  the  Path  of  heavenly  Truth, 

And  glory  in  my  Choice  : 

Not  all  the  Riches  of  the  Earth 

Could  make  me  lb  rejoice. 

3  The  Teftimonies  of  thy  Grace 

I  fet  before  my  Eyes ; 
Thence  I  derive  my  daily  Strength, 
And  there  my  Comfort  lies. 
Ver.  59. 

4  If  once  I  wander  from  thy  Path, 

I  think  upon  my  Ways, 
Then  turn  my  Feet  to  thy  Commands, 

And  truft  thy  pardoning  Grace. 

Ver.   94,   114. 

5  Now  I  am  thine,  for  ever  thine> 

O  fave  thy  Servant,  Lord  ; 
Thou  art  my  Shield,  my  Hiding-place  ; 
My  Hope  is  in  thy  Word. 
Ver.    1 1  z. 

6  Thou  haft  inchVd  this  Heart  of  mine 

Thy  Stttutes  to  fulfil ;  And 
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And  thus  till  mortal  Life  fhall  end 
Would  I  perform  thy  Will. 

Psalm  CXIX.     Fourth  Part. 
InftruBlon  from  Scripture. 

Ver.  9. 

1  T  TOW  fhall  the  Young  fecure  their  Hearts, 
XJL     And  guard  their  Lives  from  Sin  1 
Thy  Word  the  choiceft  Rules  imparts 

To  keep  the  Confcience  clean. 
Ver.  150. 

2  When  once  it  enters  to  the  Mind, 

It  fpreads  fuch  Light  abroad, 
The  meaneft  Souls  Inftru&ion  find, 
And  raife  their  Thoughts  to  God. 
Ver.  105. 

3  'Tis  like  the  Sun,  a  heavenly  Light, 

That  guides  us  all  the  Day  ; 
And  thro'  the  Dangers  of  the  Night, 
A  Lamp  to  lead  our  Way. 
Ver.  993   ico. 

4  The  Men  that  keep  thy  Law  with  Care, 

And  meditate  thy  Word, 
Grow  wifer  than  their  Teachers  are, 
And  better  know  the  Lord. 
Ver.  1:4,    11  $. 

5  Thy  Precepts  make  me  truly  wife  ; 

I  hate  the  Sinners  Road  ; 
j    I  hate  my  own  vain  Thoughts  that  rife, 
But  love  thy  Law,  my  God. 
Ver.  89,  90,  91. 

6  [The  ftany-Hsavens  thy  Rule  obey, 

The  Larth  maintains  her  Place  ; 
And  thefe  thy  Servants  Night  and  Day 
*    Thy  Skill  and  Power  exprefs. 

7  Bur 
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7  But  ftill  thy  Law  and  Gofpel,  Lord, 
Have  LefTons  more  divine  : 
Not  Earth  ftands  firmer  than  thy  Word, 
Nor  Stars  fo  nobly  fhine.] 

v  Ver.  160,  140,  9,  116. 
8'  Thy  Word  is  everlafting  Truth  ; 
How  pure  is  every  Page  ! 
That  holy  Book  fhall  guide  our  Youth, 
And  well  fupport  our  Age. 

Psalm  CXIX,     Fifth  Part. 
Delight  in  Scripture  \    or,  'The  Word  of  God  dwelling 
in  us. 
Ver.  97. 
1  (~\  How  I  love  thy  holy  Law  ! 
\^J     'Tis  daily  my  Delight ; 
And  thence  my  Meditations  draw 
Divine  Advice  by  Night, 
Ver.  148. 
i  My  waking  £yes  prevent  the  Day 
To  meditate  thy  Word  ; 
My  Soul  with  Longing  melts  away 
To  hear  thy  Gofpel,  Lord. 
Ver.   3,  n,  54. 
How  doth  thy  Word  my  Heart  engage  ! 

How  well  employ  my  Tongue  ! 
And  in  my  tirefome  Pilgrimage 
Yields  me  a  heavenly  Song : 
Ver.  19,  ioj. 
Am  I  a  Stranger,  or  at  Home, 

'Tis  my  perpetual  Feaft  ; 
Not  Honey  dropping  from  the  Comb 
So  much  allures  the  Taft. 

Ver.  72,,   117. 
No  Treafures  fo  enrich  the  Mind  ; 
Nor  fhall  thy  Word  be  fold 

For 
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For  Loads  of  Silver  well-refin*d, 
Nor  Heaps  of  choiceft  Gold. 
Ver.  *8,  49,  17$. 
6  When  Nature  finks  and  Spirits  droop, 
Thy  Promifes  of  Grace 
Are  Pillars  to  fupport  my  Hope, 
And  there  I  write  thy  Praife. 

Psalm  CX1X.     Sixth  Part. 
Holinefs  and  Comfort  from  the  Word. 
Ver.  iz8. 
I   T     Or©,  I  efteem  thy  Judgments  right, 

J /     And  all  thy  Statutes  juft  ; 

Thence  I  maintain  a  coiftant  Fight 
With  every  flattering  Luft. 
Ver.  97,  9. 
z  Thy  Precepts  often  I  furvey  ; 
I  keep  thy  Law  in  Sights 
Thro*  all  the  Bufinefs  of  the  Day, 
To  form  my  Actions  right. 
Ver.    61. 

3  My  Heart  in  Midnight  Silence  cries, 

44  How  fweet  thy  Comforts  be  ! 
My  Thoughts  in  holy  Wonder  rife, 
And  bring  their  Thanks  to  Thee. 
Ver.  161. 

4  And  when  my  Spirit  drinks  her  Fill 

At  fome  good  Word  of  Thine, 
Not  mighty  Men  that  fhare  the  Spoil 
Have  Joys  compar'd  to  mine. 

Psalm  CXIX.     Seventh  Part. 
JmperfeHion  of  Nature,  and  Perfection  of  Scripture 

Ver.  96,  paraphras'd. 
I  T     E  T  all  the  Heathen  Writers  join 
I    j     To  form  one  perfeft  Book, 
Great  God,  if  once  compar'd  with  thine, 
How  mean  their  Writings  look ! 

1  N 
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1  Not  the  moft  perfeft  Rules  they  gave 

Could  fhew  one  Sin  forgiven ; 

Nor  lead  a  Step  beyond  the  Grave, 

But  thihe  conduct  to  Heaven. 

3  I've  feen  an  End  of  what  we  call 

Perfection  here  below  ; 
How  Ihort  the  Powers  of  Nature  fall, 
And  can  no  further  go  : 

4  Yet  Men  would  fain  be  juft  with  God 

By  Works  their  Hands  have  wrought  \ 
But  thy  Commands    exceeding  broad, 
Extend  to  every  Thought. 

5  In  vain  we  boaft  Perfeftion  here, 

While  Sin  defiles  our  Frame  ; 
And  finks  our  Virtues  down  fo  far, 
They  fcarce  deferve  the  Name. 

6  Our  Faith  and  Love,  and  every  Grace 

Fall  far  below  thy  Word  ; 
But  perfeft  Truth  and  Righteoufnefs 
Dwell  only  with  the  Lord. 

Psalm  CXIX.     Eighth  Part. 

The  Word  of  God  is  the  Saints  Terthn  ;    or,  The 

Excellency  and  Variety  of  Scripture. 

Ver.  in,  paraphrase. 
1  1      Ord,  I  have  made  thy  Word  my  Choice, 
I    J     My  lafring  Heritage  : 
There  {hall  my  nobleft  Powers  rejoice, 
My  warmefr  Thoughts  engage. 

a  I'll  read  the  Hiftories  of  thy  Love, 
And  keep  thy  Laws  in  Sight, 
While  thro'  the  Promifes  I  rove 
With  ever-frefh  Delight. 

3  Tis 
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5  Tis  a  broad  Land  of  Wealth  unknown, 
Where  Springs  of  Life  arife, 
Seeds  of  immortal  Blifs  are  fown, 
And  hidden  Glory  lies. 

4  The  beftReliefthatMourners  have, 
It  makes  our  Sorrows  bleft  ; 
Our  faireft  Hope  beyond  the  Grave, 
And  our  eternal  Reft. 

Psalm  CXIX.     Ninth  Part. 

Dejlre  of  Knowledge ;  or,  Hhe  Teachings  of  the  Spirit 
with  the  Word. 

Ver.  64,  68,  18. 

1  "T^HY  Mercies  fill  the  Earth,  O  Lord, 

JL       How  good  thy  Works  appear  ! 
Open  mine  Eyes  to  read  thy  Word, 
And  fee  thy  Wonders  there. 
Ver.  7;,  115. 

2  My  Heart  was  fafhion'd  by  thy  Hand, 

My  Service  is  thy  due  : 
O  make  thy  Servant  underftand  ' 
The  Duties  he  muft  do. 
Ver.  19. 

3  Since  I'm  a  Stranger  here  below, 

Let  not  thy  Path  be  hid, 
But  mark  the  Road  my  Feet  Ihould  go, 
And  be  my  conftant  Guide. 
Ver.  2,6. 
4  When  I  confefs'd  my  wandring  Ways, 
Thou  heardft  my  Soul  complain  ; 
Grant  me  the  Teachings  of  thy  Grace, 
Or  I  ihall  ftray  again. 

If  God  to  me  his  Statutes  fhew, 
And  heav'nly  Truth  impart, 

His 
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His  Work  for  ever  I'll  purfue, 
His  Law  fhall  rule  my  Heart. 
Ver.  50,  71. 

6  This  was  my  Comfort  when  I  bore 

Variety  of  Grief; 
It  made  me  learn  thy  Word  the  more, 
And  fly  to  that  Relief. 
Ver.  51. 

7  [In  vain  the  Proud  deride  me  now; 

I'll  ne'er  forget  thy  Law, 
Nor  let  that  bleffed  Gofpel  go 
Whence  all  my  Hopes  I  draw. 
Ver.  vj%  171, 
S  When  I  have  learn'd  my  Fathers  Will 
I'll  teach  the  World  his  Ways  •        P 
My  thankful  Lips  infpir'd  with  Zeal 
Shall  loud  pronounce  his  Praife.] 

Psalm  CXIX.      'tenth  Part. 
Pleading  the  Promifes. 
Ver.  58,  49, 
r  T^Ehold  thy  waiting  Servant,  Lord, 
JLj     Devoted  to  thy  Fear ; 
Remember  and  confirm  thy  Word 
For  all  my  Hopes  are  there. 

L  a .       Ver*  4**  58, 107; 

Haft  thou  not  writ  Salvation  down, 

And  promis'd  quicfening  Grace  * 
Doth  not  my  Heart  addreis  thy  Throne  I 

And  yet  thy  Love  delays. 
Ver.  123,  42- 
Mine  Lyes  for  thy  Salvation  fail ; 

O  bear  thy  Servant  up; 
Nor  let  the  icoffing  Lips  prevail 

Who  dare  reproach  my  Hope. 

Ver. 
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Ver.  49,  74. 
4  Didft  Thou  not  raife  my  Faith,  O  Lord  ? 
Then  let  thy  Truth  appear  : 
Saints  lhall  rejoice  in  my  Reward, 
And  truft  as  well  as  fear. 

Psalm  CX1X.     Eleventh  Tart. 
Breathing  after  Hol'wefs. 
Ver.  s,    ?$. 
1  /~\  That  the  Lord  would  guide  my  "Ways 
K^J    To  keep  his  Statutes  ftill ! 
O  that  my  God  would  grant  me  Grace 
To  know  and  do  his  Will ! 
Ver.  29. 
z  O  fend  thy  Spirit  down  to  write 
Thy  Law  upon  my  Heart ! 
Nor  let  my  Tongue  indulge  Deceit, 
Noraci  the  Liar's  part. 

Ve  .  $7,  36. 

3  From  Vanity  turn  off  my  Eyes; 

Let  no  corrupt  Defign, 
Nor  covetous  Defires  arife 
Within  this  Soul  of  mine. 
Ver.  153. 

4  Order  my  Footfteps  by  thy  Word, 

And  make  my  Heart  fincere  ; 
Let  Sin  have  no  Dominion,  Lord, 
But  keep  my  Confcience  clear, 
Ver.  176. 

5  My  Soul  hath  gone  too  far  affray, 

My  Feet  too  often  flip  ; 
Yet  fince  I  Ve  not  forgot  thy  Way^ 
Refiore  thy  wandnng  Sheep. 
Ver,  35. 
$  Make  me  to  walk  in  thy  Commands, 
5Tis  a  delightful  Road  ; 
Nor  let  my  Head  or  Heart  or  Hands 

Offend  againfi  my  God.  Psai 
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Psalm  CXIX.     Twelfth  Part 

Breathing  after  Comfort  and  Deliver an.  e* 

Ver.  15  J. 
x  A    JY  God,  confider  my  Diftrefs, 
JLV1     Let  Mercy  plead  my  Caufe  ; 
Tho'  I  have  finn'd  againft  thy  Grace, 
I  can't  forget  thy  Laws. 

Ver.  39,  116. 
2.  Forbid,  forbid  the  fharp  Reproach 
Which  I  fo  juftly  fear  ; 
Uphold  my  Life,  uphold  my  Hopes, 
Nor  let  my  Shame  appear, 
Ver.  122,  ijj. 
5  Be  thou  a  Surety,  Lord,  forme, 
Nor  let  the  Proud  opprefs  ; 
But  make  thy  waiting  Servant  fee 
The  Shinings  of  thy  Face, 
Ver.  81. 

4  My  Eyes  with  Expectation  fail, 

My  Heart  within  me  cries, 
"  When  will  the  Lord  his  Truth  fulfil, 
"  And  make  my  Comforts  rife  ? 
Ver.  132. 

5  Look  down  upon  my  Sorrows,  Lord, 

And  fhew  thy  Grace  the  fame 
As  Thou  art  ever  wont  t'  afford 
To  thofe  that  love  thy  Name* 

Psalm  CXIX.     Thirteenth  Tart. 

Holy  Fear  and  Tendernefs  of  Confciencu 

Ver.  10. 

1  \ft7Ith  mY  whole  Heart  I've  fought  thy  Face, 
V  V      O  let  me  never  ftray 
From  thy  Commands,  O  God  of  Grace, 
Nor  tread  the  Sinners  Way. 

M  Ver^ 
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Ver.  II. 

%  Thy  Word  I've  hid  within  my  Heart 
To  keep  my  Conference  clean, 
And  be  an  everlafting  Guard 
From  every  rifing  Sin. 

Ver.  6$,  55,  158. 
5  I'm  a  Companion  of  the  Saints 
Who  fear  and  love  the  Lord  ; 
My  Sorrows  rife,  my  Nature  faints, 
When  Men  tranfgrefs  thy  Word. 
Ve*.  161,  i6j. 

4  While  Sinners  do  thy  Gofpel  wrong, 

My  Spirit  ftands  in  Awe  ; 
My  Soul  abhors  a  lying  Tongue, 
But  loves  thy  righteous  Law. 
Ver.  161,  no. 

5  My  Heart  with  facred  Reverence  hears 

The  Threatnings  of  thy  Word  ; 
My  Flefli  with  holy  Trembling  fears 
The  Judgments  of  the  Lord. 
Ver.  166,  174. 

6  My  God,  I  long,  I  hope,  I  wait 

For  thy  Salvation  ftill ; 
While  thy  whole  Law  is  my  Delight, 
And  I  obey  thy  Will. 

Psalm  CXIX.     Fourteenth  Part. 
Beneft  of  Afflictions  %  and  Support  under  'em* 

Ver.  1 5 j,  81,  8z. 

S   /">Onfidet  all  my  Sorrows,  Lord, 
V_y    And  thy  Deliverance  fend ; 
My  Soul  for  thy  Salvation  faints, 
When  will  my  Troubles  end  ? 
Ver.  71. 
2  Yet  I  have  found,  'tis  good  for  me 
To  bear  my  Fathers  Rod ; 

Affli&ions 
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Affli&ions  make  me  learn  thy  Lav/, 
And  live  upon  my  God. 
Ver    50. 

3  This  is  the  Comfort  I  enjoy 

When  new  Diftrefs  begins, 
I  read  thy  Word,  I  run  thy  Way, 
And  hate  my  former  Sins. 
Ver.  92. 

4  Had  not  thy  Word  been  my  Delight 

When  earthly  Joys  were  fled, 
My  Soul  oppreft  with  Sorrows  weight 
Had  funk  amonglt  the  Dead. 
Ver.  75. 

5  I  know  thy  Judgments,  Lord,  are  right, 

Tho*  they  may  feem  fevcre  ; 
The  fharpeft  Sufferings  I  endure 
Flow  from  thy  faithtul  Care- 
Ver.  67. 

6  Before  I  knew  thy  chaftening  Rod 

My  Feet  were  apt  to  ftray  ; 
But  now  I  learn  to  keep  thy  Word, 
Nor  wandei  from  thy  Way. 

Psalm  CXIX.    Fifteenth  FarU 
Bdly  Reflations. 
Ver.  9j. 
1  /^\  That  thy  Statutes  every  Hour 
\^y     Might  dwell  upon  my  Mind  ! 
Thence  I  derive  a  quickning  Power, 
And  daily  Peace  I  find. 

Ver.  15,  16. 
1  To  meditate  thy  Precepts,  Lord, 
Shall  be  my  fweet  Employ  ; 
My  Soul  fhall  ne'er  forget  thy  Word, 
Thy  Word  is  all  my  Joy, 

M  2  Ver, 


ZOO  P    S    A    L    M    S. 

Ver.  j  2. 

3  How  would  I  run  in  thy  Commands, 

If  thou  my  Heart  difcharge 
From  Sin  and  Satan  s hateful  Chains, 
And  fet  my  Feet  at  large. 
Ver,  i$,  46. 

4  My  Lips  with  Courage  fliall  declare 

Thy  Statutes  and  thy  Name  ; 
I'll  fpeak  thy  Word  tho'  Kings  fhould  hear, 
Nor  yield  to  finful  Shame. 
Ver.  61,  69,  70. 

5  Let  Bands  of  Perfecutors  rife 

To  rob  me  of  my  Right, 
Let  Pride  and  Malice  forge  their  Lies, 
Thy  Law  is  my  Delight. 
Ver.  115. 

6  Depart  from  me,  ye  wicked  Race, 

Whofe  Hands  and  Hearts  are  ill : 
I  love  my  God,  I  love  his  Ways, 
And  mult  obey  his  Will. 

Psalm  CXIX.     Sixteenth  Part. 

Prayer  for  jQuickning  Grace. 

Ver.  15,  37. 

1  A    \  Y  Soul  lies  cleaving  to  the  Duft; 
XV-l     Lord,  give  me  Life  divine  \A 
From  vain  Defires  and  every  Luft 

Turn  off  thefe  Eyes  of  mine. 

2  I  need  the  Influence  of  thy  Grace 

To  fpeed  me  in  thy  Way, 
Left  I  fhould  loiter  in  my  Race, 
Or  turn  my  Feet  aftray. 

Ver.  107; 

3  When  fore  AfflJftions  prefi  me  down, 

I  need^thy  quickning  Powers ; 
Thy  Word  that  I  have  refted  on 
thall  help  my  hesyieft  Hours.  Ve 
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Ver.  156,    40. 

4  Are  not  thy  Mercies  fovereign  ftlll  ? 

And  thou  a  faithful  God  ? 
Wilt  thou  not  grant  me  warmer  Zeal 
To  run  the  heavenly  Pvoad  ? 
Ver.  T59,  4G- 

5  Does  not  my  Heart  thy  Precepts  love, 

And  long  to  fee  thy  Face  ? 
And  yet  how  flow  my  Spirits  move 
Without  enlivening  Grace  ! 
Ver.  93. 

6  Then  {hall  I  love  thy  Gofpel  more, 

And  ne'er  forget  thy  Word, 
WThen  I  have  felt  its  quickning  Power 
To  draw  me  near  the  Lord. 

Psalm  CXIX.     Seventeenth  VarU 

Courage  and  Perfeverance    under  Fer/ecutien  ;    or, 
Graee  Jhining  in  Difficulties  and  Trials* 

Ver.  143,  28. 

1  T  X  7  Hen  Pain  and  Anguifh  feize  me,  Lord, 

V  V    All  my  Support  is  from  thy  Word  : 
My  Soul  diffolves  for  Heavinefs, 
Uphold  me  with  thy  ftrengthning  Grace. 
Ver.  51,  6$%  -no. 

2  The  Proud  have  fratn'd  their  Scoffs  and  Lies, 
They  watch  my  Feet  with  envious  Eyes, 
And  tempt  my  Soul  to  Snares  and  Sin, 

Yet  thy  Commands  I  ne'er  decline. 
Ver.  161,  78. 

3  They  hate  me,  Lord,  without  a  Caufe, 
They  hate  to  fee  me  love  thy  Laws  ; 
But  I  will  truft  and  fear  thy  Name, 
Till  Pride  and  Malice  die  with  Shame. 


M  5  Psa 


L  M 


262  Psalms. 

Psalm  CX!X.     Laft  Part. 
Savftifyd  AffilSlofis  ;  or,  Delight  in  the  Word  of  God. 

Ver.  67,  59. 
1   J7Atber,  I  blefs  thy  gentle  Hand  ; 
X     How  kind  was  thy  chaftifing  Rod 
That  forc'd  my  Confcience  to  a  Stand, 
And  brought  my  wandring  Soul  to  God  i 

2,  Foolifh  and  vain  I  went  affray 
E'er  I  had  felt  thy  Scourges,  Lord, 
I  left  my  Guide,  and  loft  my  Way  ; 
But  now  I  love  and  keep  thy  Word, 
Ver.  71. 

3  'Tis  good  for  me  to  v;ear  the  Yoke, 
For  Pride  is  apt  to  rife  and  fwell ; 
'Tis  good  to  bear  my  Father's  Stroke 
That  I  might  learn  his  Statutes  well. 

Ve»     72,. 

4  The  Law  that  iflues  from  thy  Mouth 
Shall  raife  my  chearful  Paffions  more 
Than  all  the  Treafures  of  the  South) 
Or  Wejlern  Hills  of  Golden  Ore. 

Ver.  73. 

5  Thy  Hands  have  made  my  mortal  Frame, 
Thy  Spirit  form'd  my  Soul  v/ithin  ; 
Teach  me  to  know  thy  wondrous  Name, 
And  guard  me  fafe  from  Death  and  Sin. 

Ver.   74.^ 

6  Then  all  that  love  and  fear  the  Lord 
At  my  Salvation  (hail  rejoice  ; 

For  1  have  hoped  in  thy  Word, 

And  made  thy  Grace  my  only  Choice. 

P  S  A  L  M     CXX. 

Complaint  of  quarrdf^me  Neighbours  ;   or,  A  devout 

.  for  P^ce. 
i   TPHou'Cod  of  Love,  thou  Ever-bleft, 

&       Pity  my  fuffering  State  ;  When 
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When  wilt  thou  fet  my  Soul  at  Reft 
From  Lips  that  love  Deceit  ? 

2  Hard  Lot  of  mine  !  my  Days  are  caft 

Among  the  Sons  of  Strife, 
Whofe  never-ceafing  BrawHngs  wafte 
My  golden  Hours  of  Life. 

3  O  mrght  I  fly  to  change  my  Place, 

How  would  I  chufe  to  dwell 
Infome  wide  lonefome  Wildernefs, 
And  leave  thefe  Gates  of  Hell  ! 

4  Peace  is  the  Blefling  that  I  feek, 

How  lovely  are  its  Charms! 
I  am  for  Peace  ;  but  when  I  fpeak, 
They  all  declare  for  Arms. 

5  New  Paflions  (till  their  Souls  engage, 

And  keep  their  Malice  ftrong : 
What  fhall  be  done  to  curb  thy  Rage, 
O  thou  devouring  Tongue  ! 

6  Should  burning  Arrows  fmite  thee  thro*, 

Strift  Juftice  would  approve  ; 
But  I  had  rather  fpare  my  Foe, 
And  melt  his  Heart  with  Love. ' 

Psalm  CXXI.     Long  Metre. 
Divine  Vrote&ion. 
I  ]  "IP  to  the  Hills  I  lift  mine  Eyes, 

[^X  Thf  Eternal  Hills  beyond  the  Skies  ; 
Thence  all  her  Help  my  Soul  derives  ; 
There  my  Almighry  Refuge  lives. 

1  He  lives;  the  everlafiing  God, 

That  built  the  World,  that  fpread  the  Flood  ; 
The  Heav'ns  with  all  their  Hofts  he  made, 
And  the  dark  Regions  of  the  Dead. 

M  4  5  He 
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3  He  guides  our  Feet,  He  guards  our  Way  \ 
His  Morning-Smiles  blefs  all  the  Day  ; 
He  fpreads  the  Evening- Veil,  and  keeps 
The  filent  Hours  while  J/ivte/fleeps. 

4  Ifraely  a  Name  divinely  bleft, 
May  life  iecure,  fecurely  refl  ; 
Thy  holy  Guardian's  wakeful  Eyes 
Admit  no  Slumber  nor  Surprize. 

5  No  Sun  fhall  fmite  thy  Head  by  Day, 
Nor  the  pale  Moon  with  fickly  Ray 
Shall  blaft  thy  Couch  ;  no  baleful  Star 
Dart  his  malignant  Fire  fo  far. 

6  Should  Earth  and  Hell  with  Malice  burn, 
Still  thou  fhalt  go,  and  ftill  return 

Safe  in  the  Lord;  his  heavenly  Care 
Defends  thy  Life  from  every  Snare. 

7  On  thee  foulSpirits  have  no  Power  ; 

And  in  thy  laft  departing  Hour  i  zwH  C 

Angels,  that  trace  the  airy  Road, 
Shall  bear  thee  homeward  to  thy  God. 

Psalm  CXX1.     Common  Metre* 
Pyefervation  by  Day  and  Night. 

1  ^TpO  Heaven  I  lift  my  waiting  Eyes, 

There  all  my  Hopes  are  laid  : 
The  Lord  that  built  the  Earth  and  Skies 
Is  my  perpetual  Aid. 

2  Their  Feet  fhall  never  Aide  to  fall, 

Whom  he  defigns  to  keep  ; 
His  Ear  attends  the  fofreft  Call, 
His  Eyes  can  never  fleep. 

3  He  will  fuftain  our  weakeft  Powers 

With  his  almighty  Arm, 

And 
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And  watch  our  moft  unguarded  Hours 
Againft  furprifing  Harm. 

4  Ifraely  rejoice  and  reft  fecure, 

Thy  Keeper  is  the  Lord  ; 
His  wakeful  Eyes  employ  his  Power 
For  thine  eternal  Guard. 

5  Nor  fcorching  Sun,  nor  fickly  Moon 

Shall  have  his  Leave  to  fmite  ; 
He  fhields  thy  Head  from  burning  Noon, 
From  blading  Damps  at  Night. 

6  He  guards  thy  Soul,  he  keeps  thy  Breath 

Where  thickeft  Dangers  come  ; 
Go  and  return,  fecure  from  Death, 
Till  God  commands  thee  home. 

Psalm  CXXL     As  the  14,8th  p/alm. 
God  ohy  I*refer<ver, 

1  I  TPward  I  lift  mine  Eyes, 
Ij.  From  God  is  all  my  Aid  ; 

The  God  that  built  the  Skies, 
And  Earth  and  Nature  made  : 

God  is  the  Tow'r 

To  which  I  fly; 

His  Grace  is  nigh 

In  every  Hour. 

2  My  Feet  {hall  never  Aide, 
And  fall  in  fatal  Snares, 
Since  God  my  Guard  and  Guide 
Defends  me  from  my  Fears, 

Thofe  wakeful  Eyes 
That  never  fleep 
Shall  //Vtfe/keep 
When  Dangers  rife. 

M  5  3  No 
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3  No  burning  Heats  by  Day, 
Nor  blafts  of  Evening- Air 
Shall  take  my  Health  away, 
If  God  be  with  me  there: 

Thou  art  my  Sun, 
And  thou  my  Shade, 
To  guard  my  Head 
By  Night  or  Noon. 

4  Haft  thou  not  giv'n  thy  Word 
To  fave  my  Soul  from  Death •? 
And  I  can  truft  my  Lord 

To  keep  my  mortal  Breath : 
I'll  go  and  come, 
Nor  fear  to  die, 
Till  from  on  high 
Thou  call  me  Home. 

Psalm  CXXIL    Common  Metre. 

Going  to  Church* 

OW  did  my  Heart  rejoice  to  hear 
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My  Friends  devoutly  fay, 
**  In  Zion  let  us  all  appear, 
"  And  hep  the  folemn  Day  ? 

%  I  love  her  Gates,  I  love  the  Road  ; 
The  Church  adorned  with  Grace 
Stands  like  a  Palace  built  for  God 
To  fhew  his  milder  Face. 

3  Up  to  her  Courts  with  Joys  unknown 

The  holy  Tribes  repair  ; 
The  Son  of  David  holds  hia  Throne, 

And  fits  in  Judgment  there.  ^ 

4  He  hears  our  Praifes  and  Complaint* ;  j  > 

And  while  his  awful  Voice 

Divides 


P   *  A    V  *#   Su  267 

Divides  the  Sinners  from  the  Saints, 
We  tremble  and  rejoice. 

5  Peace  be  within  this  facred  Place, 

And  Joy  a  conftant  Gueft  ! 
With  holy  Gifts  and  heavenly  Grace 
Be  her  Attendants  bleft ! 

6  My  Soul  fhall  pray  for  Zlon  ftill, 

While  Life  or  Breath  remains  ; 
There  my  beft  Friends,  my  Kindred  dwell, 
There  God  my  Saviour  reigns. 

Psalm  CXXII.     Proper  Tune* 

Going  to  Church. 

1  T  TOW  pleas'd  and  bleft  was  I 
X  X  To  hear  the  People  cry, 

Come,  let  us  feek  our  God  to  Bay  ; 

Yes,  with  a  ch earful  Zeal 

We  hafte  to  Z/Ws  Hill, 
And  there  our  Vows  and  Honours  pay, 

2  Ziortj  thrice  happy  Place, 
Adom'd  with  wondrous  Grace, 

And  Walls  of  Strength  embrace  thee  round  ; 

In  thee  our  Tribes  appear 

To  pray,  and  praife,  and  hear 
The  facred  Gofpel's  joyful  Sound, 

3  There  Davids  greater  Son 
Has  fix'd  his  royal  Throne, 

He  (its  for  Grace  and  Judgment  there-; 

He  bids  the  Saint  be  glad, 

He  makes  the  Sinner  fad, 
And  humble  Souls  rejoice  with  Fear, 

4  May  Peace  attend  thy  Gate> 
And  Joy  within  thee  wait 

lo 


268  Psalms 

To  blefs  the  Soul  of  every  Gaeft ! 

The  Man  that  feeks  thy  Peace, 

And  wifhes  thine  Encreafe, 
A  thoufand  Bkffings  on  him  reft  ! 

5  My  Tongue  repeats  her  Vows, 

Peace  to  this  f acred  Houfe  ! 
For  there  my  Friends  and  Kindred  dwell ; 

And  fince  my  glorious  God 

Makes  thee  his  bleft  Abode, 
My  Soul  fhall  ever  love  thee  well. 

Repeat  the  \th  StanxA  to  complcat  the  'Tupe* 

Psalm  CXXIIL 
Pleading  'with  Submiflion. 
%  f^\  Thou  whofe  Grace  and  Jufticerejgn^ 
\^y     Enthron'd  above  the  Skies, 
To  Thee  our  Hearts  would  tell  their  Pain, 
To  Thee  v/e  lift  our  Eyes. 

%  As  Servants  watch  their  Matter's  Hand, 
And  fear  the  angry  Stroke  ; 
Or  Maids  before  their  Miflrefs  ftand, 
And  wait  a  peaceful  Look. 

3  So  for  our  Sins  we  juftly  feel 

Thy  Difcipline,  O  God  ; 
Yet  wait  the  gracious  Moment  ftill, 
Till  thou  remove  thy  Rod. 

4  Thofe  that  in  Wealth  and  Pleafure  live 

Our  daily  Groans  deride, 
And  thy  Delays  of  ihercy  give 
Ftefh  Courage  to  their  Pride. 

5  Our  Foes  infult  us,  but  our  Hope 

In  thy  Coinpaflion  lies  ; 
This  Thought  fhall  bear  our  Spirits  up, 
That  God  will  not  deipife*  JPjaim 
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Psalm  CXXIV. 
A  Song  for  the  $tt>  of  November. 
A  D  not  the  Lord,  may  Ifraelfay, 
m  Had  not  the  Lord  maintain'd  our  Side, 
"When  Men,  to  make  ourLfvesa  Prey, 
Rofe  like  the  Swelling  of  the  Tide. 

a  The  fwelling  Tide  had  ftopr  our  Breath, 
So  fiercely  did  the  Waters  roll, 
We  had  been  fwailow'd  deep  in  Death  ; 
Proud  Waters  had  o'erwhelm'd  our  Soul 

3  We  leap  for  Joy,  we  fhout  and  ilng, 
Wjio  juft  efcap'd  the  fatal  Stroke  ; 
So  flies  the  Bird  with  chearful  Wing, 
When  once  the  Fowler's  Snare  is  hroke. 

4  For  ever-blelTedbe  the  Lord 

Who  broke  the  Fowler's  curfed  Snare, 
Who  fav'd  us  from  the  murdering  Sword, 
And  made  our  Lives  and  Souls  his  Care. 

5  Our  Help  is  in  Jehovah's  Name, 

Who  form'd  the  Earth  and  built  the  Skies  * 
He  that  upholds  that  wondrous  Frame 
Guards  his  own  Church  with  watchful  Eyes, 

Psalm  CXXV\     Common  Metre* 
'The  Saints  Trial  and  Safety* 
1  I  TjNlhaken  as  the  facred  Hill, 
H     And  firm  as  Mountains  be, 
Firm  as  a  Rock  the  Soul  fhall  reft 
TJjatleans,  OLord,  on  Thee. 

z  Not  Walls  nor  Hills  could  guard  fo  well 
Old  Salem's  happy  Ground, 
As  thofe  eternal  Arms  of  Love 
TJtft  every  Saint  furxound. 

3  While 
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3  While  Tyrants  are  a  fmarting  Scourge 

To  drive  them  near  to  God, 
Divine  Compaflion  does  allay 
The  Fury  of  the  Rod. 

4  Deal  gently,  Lord,  with  Souls  fincere, 

And  lead  them  fafely  on 
To  the  bright  Gates  of  Paradife 
Where  Chrift  their  Lord  is  gone. 

5  But  if  we  trace  thofe  crooked  Ways 

That  the  old  Serpent  drew, 
The  Wrath  that  drove  him  firft  to  Hell 
Shall  finite  his  Followers  too. 

Psalm  CXXV.     Short  Metre. 

The  Saints  itrial  and  Safety,  or,  moderated  Af- 

flittions* 

I  T7^rra  anc^  unmov'd  are  they 

JT    That  reft  their  Souls  on  God  ; 
Firm  as  the  Mount  where  David  dwelt, 

Or  where  the  Ark  abode. 

a  As  Mountains  flood  to  guard 

The  City's  facred  Ground, 
So  God  and  his  Almighty  Love 

Embrace,  his  Saints  around. 

3  What  tho'  the  Father's  Rod 
Drop  a  ch  a  ftifing  Stroke, 

Yet  left  it  wound  their  Souls  too  deep 
Its  Fury  fhali  he  broke. 

4  Deal  gently,  Lord,  with  thofe 
Whofe  Faith  and  pious  Fear, 

Whofe  Hope,  and  Love,  and  every  Grace 
Proclaim  their  Hearts  fiuceret 

5  N°* 
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5  Nor  {hall  the  Tyrant's  Rage 
Too  long  opprefs  the  Saint ; 

The  God  of*  ifrael  will  fupport 
His  Children  left  they  faint. 

6  But  if  our  flavifh  Fear 
Will  chufe  the  Road  to  HeH, 

"We  muft  expe£t  our  Portion  there 
Where  bolder  Sinners  dwell. 

Psalm  CXXVI.     Long  Metre. 
Surprising  Deliverance. 

1  \\  7Hen  God  reftor'd  our  captive  Stare, 

V  V    Joy  w3*  out  Song  and  Grace  our  Theme  £ 
The  Grace  beyond  our  Hopes  fo  great, 

That  Joy  appeared  a  painted  Dream. 

2  The  Scoffer  owns  thy  Hand,  and  pay& 
Unwilling  Honours  to  thy  Name  ; 
While  we  with  Pleafure  fhout  thy  Praife, 
With  chearful  Notes  thy  Love  proclaim. 

3  When  we  review  our  difmal  Fears, 
*Twas  hard  to  think  they'd  vanifh  fo  ; 
With  God  we  left  our  flowing  Tears, 
He  makes  our  Joys  like  Rivers  flow. 

4  The  Man  that  in  his  furrow'd  Field 
His  fcatter'd  Seed  with  Sadncfs  leaves, 
Will  fhout  to  fee  the  Harveft  yield 

A  welcome  Load  of  joyful  Sheaves, 

Psalm  CXXVI.     Common  Metre. 
*The  Joy  of  Conversion  ;  or,  Melancholy  removecfi 
1   T  7f  7Hen  God  reveal'd  his  gracious  Name, 

V  V       And  chang'd  my  mournful  State, 
My  Rapture  feem'd  a  pleafing  Dream, 

The  Grace  appeai'd  fo  great. 

z  Th^ 
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z  The  World  beheld  the  glorious  Change, 
And  did  thy  Hand  confefs ; 
My  Tongue  broke  out  in  unknown  Strains 
And  fung  furprizing  Grace. 

5  Great  is  the  Work,  my  Neighbours  cry'd. 
And  own'd  the  Power  divine  ; 
Great  is  the  Worky  my  Heart  reply'd, 
And  be  the  Glory  "Thine, 

4  The  Lord  can  clear  the  darkeft  Skies, 

Can  give  us  Day  for  Night ; 
Make  Drops  of  facred  Sorrow  rife 
To  Rivers  of  Delight. 

5  Let  thofe  that  fow  in  Sadnefs  wait 

Till  the  fair  Harveft  come, 
They  fhall  confefs  their  Sheaves  are  great, 
And  fhoutthe  Bleiiings  home. 

<J  Tho*  Seed  lie  buried  long  in  Duft, 
It  fhan't  deceive  their  Hope  ; 
The  precious  Grain  can  ne'er  be  loft,  • 
For  Grace  infures  the  Crop. 

Psalm  CXXVII.     Long  Metre. 
1The  Blejpng  of  God  on  the  Bnjlnefs  and  Comforts  of 
Life, 

I  TF  God  fucceed  not,  all  the  Coft 
X  And  Pains  to  build  the  Houfe  are  loft. 
It  God  the  City  will  not  keep, 
The  watchful  Guards  as  well  may  fleep, 

a  What  if  you  rife  before  the  Sun, 
And  work  and  toil  when  Day  is  done, 
Careful  and  fparing  eat  your  Bread 
To  ihun  that  Poverty  you  dread ; 

3  Tis 


Psalms.  275 

3  'lis  all  in  vain,  till  God  hath  bleft  ; 
He  can  make  rich,  yet  give  us  Reft: 
Children  and  Friends  are  Bleffings  too 
If  God  our  Sovereign  make  them  fo. 

4  Happy  the  Man  to  whom  he  fends 
Obedient  Children,  faithful  Friends  ! 
How  fweet  our  daily  Comforts  prove 
When  they  are  feafon'd  v/ith  his  Love  ! 

Psalm  CXXVN.     Common  Metre. 
God  all  in  all. 

1  TF  God  to  build  the  Houfe  deny, 
X     The  Builders  work  in  vain  ; 
And  Towns  without  his  wakeful  Eye 

An  ufelefs  Watch  maintain. 

2  Before  the  Morning-Beams  arife 

Your  painful  Work  renew, 
And  till  the  Stars  afcend  the  Skies 
Your  tirefome  Toil  purfue. 

3  Short  be  your  Sleep,  and  coarfe  your  Fare  ; 

In  vain,  till  God  has  bleft; 
But  if  his  Smiles  attend  your  Care, 
You  fhall  have  Food  and  Reft. 

4.  Nor  Children,  Relatives,  nor  Friends 
Shall  real  Bleffings  prove, 
Nor  all  the  earthly  Joys  he  fends, 
If  fent  without  his  Love. 

Psalm  CXXVIH. 
Family  Blejfmgs. 
1  (~\  Happy  Man  whofe  Soul  is-fill'd 
\^J     With  Zeal  and  reverend  Awe  ! 
His  Lips  to  God  their  Honours  yield, 
His  Life  adorns  the.  Law. 
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z  A  careful  Providence  fhall  ftand 
And  ever  guard  thy  Head, 
Shall  on  the  Labours  of  thy  Hand 
Its  kindly  Bleffings  fried. 

3  Thy  Wife  fhall  be  a  fruitful  Vine  ; 

Thy  Children  round  thy  Board 
Each  like  a  Plant  of  Honour  fhine, 
And  learn  to  fear  the  Lord. 

4  The  Lord  fhall  thy  beft  Hopes  fulfil 

For  Months  and  Years  to  come  ; 

The  Lord  who  dwells  on  Zions  Hill 

Shall  fend  thee  Bleflings  home. 

5  This  is  the  Man  whofe  happy  Eyes 

Shall  fee  his  Houfe  encreafe, 
Shall  fee  the  finking  Church  arife, 
Then  leave  the  World  in  Peace. 

Psalm  CXX1X. 

terfecutors  punijb'd. 
1  "I  "IP  from  my  Youth,  may  I/rael  fay, 
1^     Have  I  been  nurs'd  in  Tears  ; 
My  Griefs  were  conftant  as  the  Day, 
And  tedious  as?  the  Years. 

a  Up  from  my  Youth  I  bore  the  Rage 

Of  all  the  Sons  of  Strife  ; 

Oft  they  affail'd  my  riper  Age, 

But  not  deftroy'd  my  Life. 

3  Their  cruel  Plow  had  torn  my  Flefh 

With  Furrows  long  and  deep, 
V    Hourly  they  vext  my  Wounds  afrefh, 
Nor  let  my  Sorrows  fleep. 

4  The  Lord  grew  angry  on  his  Throne, 

And  with  impartial  Eye 
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Meafur'd  the  Mifchiefs  they  had  done, 
Then  let  his  Arrows  fly, 

5  How  was  their  Infolence  furpriz'd 
To  hear  his  Thunders  roll ! 
And  all  the  Foes  of  Slon  feix'd 
With  Horror  to  the  Soul. 

€  Thus  fhall  the  Men  that  hate  the  Saints 
Be  blafted  from  the  Sky  ; 
Their  Glory  fades,  their  Courage  faints, 
And  all  their  ProjeSs  die, 

7  [What  tho' they  flourifh  tall  and  fair, 
They  have  no  Root  beneath  ; 
Their  Growth  fhali  periih  in  Defpair, 
And  lie  defpis'd  inDeath-3 

%  [So  Corn  that  os  the  Houfe-top  ftands 
No  hope  of  Harveft  gives  ; 
The  Reaper  ne'er  fhall  fill  his  Hands, 
Nor  Binder  fold  the  Sheaves. 

£  It  fprings  and  withers  on  the  Place  \ 
No  Traveller  beftows 
A  Word  of  Blefling  on  the  Grafs, 
Nor  minds  it  as  he  goes.] 

Psalm  CXXX.     Common  Metre. 
Vardonlng  Grace. 
1  /^VJT  of  the  Deeps  of  long  Diftrefs, 
V^/     The  Borders  of  Defpair, 
I  fent  my  Cries  to  feek  thy  Grace, 
My  Groans  to  move  thine  Ear. 

z  Great  God,  fhou'd  thy  feverer  Eye 
And  thine  impartial  Hand 
Mark  and  revenge  Iniquity, 
No  mortal  Flefh  could  ftand. 

*  But 
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3  But  there  are  Pardons  with  my  God 

For  Crimes  of  high  Degree  ; 
Thy  Son  has  bought  them  with  his  Blood 
To  draw  us  near  to  Thee. 

4  [I  wait  for  thy  Salvation,  Lord, 

With  ftrong  Defires  I  wait ; 
My  Soul  invited  by  thy  Word 
Stands  watching  at  thy  Gate.] 

5  [Juft  as  the  Guards  that  keep  the  Night 

Long  for  the  Morning-Skies, 
Watch  the  firft  Beams  of  breaking  Light* 
And  meet  them  with  their  Eyes. 

6  So  waits  my  Soul  to  fee  thy  Grace, 

And  more  intent  than  they 
Meets  the  firft  Openings  of  thy  Face* 
And  finds  a  brighter  Day.] 

7  [[Then  in  the  Lord  let  Ifrael  truft, 

Let  Ifrael  feek  his  Face  ; 
The  Lord  is  Good  as  well  as  Juft, 
And  plenteous  is  his  Grace. 

8  There's  full  Redemption  at  his  Throne 

For  Sinners  long  enflav'd  ; 

The  great  Redeemer  is  his  Son  : 

And  Ifrael  fliali  be  fav'd] 

Psalm  CXXX.     Long  Metre. 
Pardoning  Grace, 
1  T^Rom  deep  Diftrefs  and  troubl'd  Thoughts 
J?   To  Thee,  my  God,  1  rais'd  my  Cries  j 
If  thou  feverely  mark  our  Faults, 
No  Flefh  can  ftand  before  thine  Eyes. 

a  But  thou  haft  built  thy  Throne  of  Grace, 
Free  to  difpenie  thy  Pardons  there, 
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That  Sinners  may  approach  thy  Face, 
And  hope  and  love  as  well  as  fear. 

3  As  the  benighted  Pilgrims  wait, 

And  long,  and  wifh  for  breaking  Day, 
So  waits  my  Soul  before  thy  Gate  ; 
When  will  my  God  his  Face  difplay  ? 

4  My  Truft  is  fix'd  upon  thy  "Word, 
Nor  fhall  I  truft  thy  Word  in  vain  : 
Let  mourning  Souls  addrefs  the  Lord, 
And  find  Relief  from  all  their  Pain. 

5  Great  is  his  Love,  and  large  his  Grace, 
Thro*  the  Redemption  of  his  Son  : 
He  turns  our  Feet  from  finful  Ways, 
And  pardons  what  our  Hands  have  done. 

Psalm   CXXXL 
Humility  and  Sulmijfion* 

i  TS  there  Ambition  in  my  Heart] 
Search,  gracious  God,  and  fee  ; 
Or  do  I  a£  a  haughty  Part  ?; 
Lord,  I  appeal  to  Thee. 

a  1  charge  my  Thoughts,  be  humble  ftill, 
And  all  my  Carriage  mild, 
Content,  my  Father,  with  thy  Will, 
And  quiet  as  a  Child. 


3 


The  patient  Soul,  the  lowly  Mind 
Shall  have  a  large  Reward  : 

Let  Saints  in  Sorrow  lie  refign'd, 
And  truft  a  faithful  Lord. 
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Psalm  CXXXII.  5.  13—18.    Long  Metre. 

At  the  Settlement  of  a  Church  ;    or,  The  Ordination 

of  a  Mmifter. 

I  \/[7Here  &al1  we  go  to  feek  and  find 
VV    An  Habitation  for  oar  God, 
A  Dwelling  for  th'  Eternal  Mind 
Amongft  the  Sons  of  Flefh  and  Blood  ? 

%  The  God  of  Jacob  chofe  the  Hill 
Of  Zion  for  his  ancient  Reft  ; 
And  Zion  is  his  Dwelling  (till, 
His  Church  is  with  his  Prefence  bleft. 

5  Here  will  I  fix  my  gracious  Throng, 
And  reign  for  ever,  faith  the  Lord  ; 
Here  (hall  my  Power  and  Love  be  known, 
And  Bleffings  fhall  attend  my  Word. 

4  Here  will  I  meet  the  hungry  Poor, 
And  fill  their  Souls  with  living  Bread  ; 
Sinners  that  wait  before  my  Door 
With  fvveet  Provifion  fhall  be  fed. 

5  Girded  with  Truth  and  cloth 'd  with  Grace, 
My  Priefts,  my  Minifters  fhall  fhine  ; 
Not  Aaron  in  his  coftly  Drefs 
Made  an  Appearance  fo  divine. 

4  The  Saints  unable  to  contain 

Their  inward  Joys  fhall  fhout  and  fing; 
The  Son  of  David  here  fhall  reign, 
And  Zion  triumph  in  her  King. 

7  [Jefus  ft1^  fee  a  numerous  Seed 
Born  here,  t'uphold  his  glorious  Name  ; 
His  Crown  fhall  flourifh  on  his  Head, 
While  all  his  Foes  are  cloth'd  with  Shame.] 

Psalm 
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Psalm  CXXXII.    4,5,  7,  8,15—17.    Com.Met* 
A  Church  ejlabliftd. 

I  [\  TO  Sleep,  nor  Slumber  to  his  Eyes 
JJ^      Good  David  would  afford, 
Till  he  had  found  below  the  Skies 
A  Dwelling  for  the  Lord. 

1  The  Lord  in  Zion  plae'd  his  Name, 
His  Ark  was  fettled  there  ; 
To  Zion  the  whole  Nations  came 
To  worfhip  Thrice  a  Year. 

5  But  we  have  no  fuch  Lengths  to  go, 

Nor  wailder  far  abroad  ; 
Where-eer  thy  Saints  aflemble  now, 
There  is  a  Houfe  for  God.] 

Pause. 
4  Arife,  O  King  of  Grace,  arife, 
And  enter  to  rhy  Reft  : 
Lo  thy  Church  waits  with  longing  Eyes 
Thus  to  be  own'd  and  bleft, 

-5  Enter  with  all  thy  glorious  Train, 
Thy  Spirit  and  thy  Word  ; 
All  that  the  Ark  did  once  contain 
Could  no  fuch  Grace  afford. 

6  Here,  mighty  God,  accept  our  Vows, 

Here  let  tny  Praife  be  fpread  j 
Blefs  the  Pro  ifions  of  thy  Houfe, 
And  fill  thy  Poor  with  Bread. 

7  Here  let  the  Son  of  David  reign, 

Let  God's  Anointed  fhine  ; 
Juftice  and  Truth  his  Court  maintain, 
With  Love  and  Pow'r  divine. 

$  Here 
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8  Here  let  him  hold  a  lafting  Throne  ; 
And  as  his  Kingdom  grows, 
Frefh  Honours  (hall  adorn  his  Crown, 
And  Shame  confound  his  Foes. 

Psalm  CXXXHJ*    Common  Mette. 
Brotherly  Love. 
I  T     O,  what  an  entertaining  Sight 
I   J     Are  Brethren  that  agree, 
Brethren  whofe  chearful  Hearts  unite 
In  Bands  of  Piety ! 

z  When  Streams  of  Love  from  Chrift  the  Spring 
Defcends  to  every  Soul, 
And  heavenly  Peace  with  balmy  Wing 
Shades  and  bedews  the  Whole : 

3  'Tis  like  the  Oil  divinely  fweet 

On  Aaron's  reverend  Head, 
The  trickling  Drops  perfum'd  his  Feet, 
And  o'er  his  Garments  fpread. 

4  'Tis  pleafant  as  the  Morning-Dews 

That  fall  on  Sions  Hill, 
Where  God  his  mildeft  Glory  (hews, 
And  makes  his  Grace  diftiL 

Psalm  CXXXIII.    Short  Metre. 
Communion  of  Saints ;    or,  Love  and  Worfhip  in 
Family, 

1  T)Left  are  the  Sons  of  Peace, 

U  Whofe  Hearts  and  Hopes  are  One, 

Whofe  kind  Defigns  to  ferve  and  pleafe 
Thro'  all  their  A&ions  run. 

2,  Bleft  is  the  pious  Houfe 

Where  Zeal  and  Friendfhip  meet, 
TheirSongs  of  Praife,  their  mingled  Vows 

Make  their  Communion  fwect.  3  Th- 
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5  Thus  when  on  Aaron's  Head 

They  pour'd  the  rich  Perfume, 
The  Oil  thro'  all  his  Rayment  fpread, 

And  Pleafure  fill'd  the  Room. 

4  Thus  on  the  heavenly  Hills 

The  Saints  are  bleft  above, 
Where  Joy  like  Morning  Dew  diftils, 

And  all  the  Air  is  Love. 

Ps  a  lm  CXXXill.    As  the  mdPfalm, 
fieBkJpmts  of  Friendfiip. 

1  T  T  O  W  pie afant  'tis  to  fee 
XX  Kindred  and  Friends  agree, 

Each  in  their  proper  Station  move, 

And  each  fulnl  their  Part 

"With  fympathixing  Heart, 
In  ail  the  Cares  of  Life  and  Love  ! 

2  'Tis  like  the  Ointment  fliei 
On  Aaron  s  facred  Head, 

JDivinely  rich,  Divinely  fweet ; 

The  Oil  thro'  all  the  Room 

DiftusM  a  choice  Perfume, 
Ran  thro*  his  Robes,  and  bleft  his  Feet. 

3  Like  fruitful  Show'rsof  Rain 
That  water  all  the  Plain, 

Defcending  from  the  neighbouring  Hills  ; 

Such  Streams  of  Pleafure  roll 

Thro' every  friendly  Soul, 
Where  Love  like  Heavenly  Dew  diftils. 

Repeat  the  ifi  Stanza  to  compleat  the  Tune, 

Psalm  CXXXIV. 
Daily  and  Nightly  Devotion. 
I  "VT'E  that  obey  th' Immortal  King, 
X      Attend  his  holy  Place, 

N  Bow 
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Bow  to  the  Glories  of  his  Power, 
And  blefs  his  wondrous  Grace. 

2,  Lift  up  your  Hands  by  Morning-light, 
And  fend  ycur  Souls  on  high  ; 
Raife  your  admiring  Thoughts  by  Night 
Above  the  ftarry  Sky. 

3  The  God  of  Zion  chears  our  Hearts 
With  Rays  of  quickning  Grace  ; 
The  God  that  fpread  the  Heavens  abroad, 
And  rules  the  fwelling  Seas. 

Psalm  CXXXV.    1—4,  14,  19—21.    Brfi  Tart. 
Long  Metre. 

*The  Church  is  God's  Houfe  and  Care. 

1  T)Raife  ye  the  Lord  ;  exalt  his  Name 
X      While  in  his  holy  Courts  ye  wait, 
Ye  Saints,  that  to  his  Houfe  belong, 

Or  ftand  attending  at  his  Gate. 

2  Praife  ye  the  Lord  ;  the  Lord  is  good  ; 
To  praife  his  Name  is  fweet  Employ  : 
1/rael  he  chofe  of  old,  and  ftill 

His  Church  is  his  peculiar  Joy. 

3  The  Lord  himfelf  will  judge  his  Saints  ; 
He  treats  his  Servants  as  his  Friends ; 

'   And  when  he  heais  their  fore  Complaints, 
Repents  the  Sorrows  that  he  fends. 

4  Thro'  every  Age  the  Lord  declarf s 

His  Name,  and  breaks  th'  Oppreflbr's  Rod  ; 
He  gives  his  flittering  Servants  Reft, 
And  will  be  known  Tb*  Almighty  God. 

5  Blefs  ye  the  Lord  who  tafte  his  Love, 
People  and  Priefts  exalt  his  Name : 

Amongft 
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Amongft  his  Saints  he  ever  dwells  ; 
His  Church  is  his  Jerufaletk, 

Psalm  CXXXV.     Ver.    I  —  12.     Second  Part. 

Long  Metre. 

"The  Works  of   Creation,    Providence,    Redemption    <f 

Ifrael,  and  Deftruclion  of  Enemies. 

I  /^Reat  is  the  Lord,  exalted  high 

VJF  Above  all  Powers  and  every  Throne  ; 
What  e'er  he  pleafe  in  Eatih  or  Sea, 
Or  Heaven  or  Hell,  his  Hand  hath  done# 

a  At  his  Command  the  Vapours  rife, 

The  Lightnings  Hafli,  the  Thunders  roar : 
He  pours  the  Rain,  he  brings  the  Wind, 
And  Tempeft  from  his  airy  Store. 

3  'Twas  He  thofe  dreadful  Tokens  fent, 
O  Egypt,  thro'  thy  ftubborn  Land  ; 
When  all  thy  firft-born  Beafts  and  Men 
Fell  dead  by  his  avenging  Hand. 

4  What  mighty  Nations,  mighty  Kings 
He  flew,  and  their  whole  Country  gave 
To  Ifrael,  whom  his  Hand  redeem'd, 
No  more  to  be  proud  Pharaoh's  Slave  ! 

5  His  Power  the  fame>  the  fame  his  Grace, 
That  faves  us  from  the  Hofts  of  Hell ; 
And  Heaven  he  gives  us  to  poflefs 
Whence  thofe  apoftate  Angels  fell. 

Psalm  CXXXV\     Common  Metre. 
Praife  due  to  God,  net  to  Idols, 
I      \    Wake,  ye. Saints:  To  praife  your  King 
x\.     Your  fweetcft  V  millions  raife, 
Your  pious  Pbaiure,    ,vhil 6  you  fii;g, 
iacreafing  with  the  Praife. 

N  2  2,  Great 
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a  Great  is  the  Lord  ;  and  Works  unknown 
Are  his  divine  Employ  ^ 
But  ftill  his  Saints  are  near  his  Throne, 
His  Treafure  and  his  Joy. 

3  Heaven,  Earth  and  Sea  confefc  his  Hand  \ 

He  bids  the  Vapours  rife  ; 
Lightning  and  Storm  at  his  Command 
Sweep  thro'  the  founding  Skies. 

4  All  Power  that  Gods  or  Kings  have  daim'd    \ 

Is  found  with  Him  alone : 
But  Heathen  Gods  {hould  ne'er  be  nanvd 
Where  our  Jehovah's  known. 

5.  Which  of  the  Stocks  or  Stones  they  truft 
Cangive  them  Show'rs of  Rain  ? 
In  vainthey  worfbip  glittering  Duft, 
And  pray  to  Gold  in  vain. 

€  [Their  Gods  have  Tongues  that  cannot  talk, 
Such  as  their  Makers  gave  : 
Their  Feet  were  neer  defign'd  to  walk, 
Nor  Hands  have  Power  to  fave. 

7  Blind  are  their  Eyes,  their  Ears  are  deaf, 
Nor  hear  when  Mortals  pray  ; 
Mortals,  that  wait  for  their  Relief, 
Are  blind  and  deaf  as  they.] 

•8  O  Britain  y  know  thy  living  God, 
Serve  him  with  Faith  and  Fear ; 
He  makes  thy  Churches  his  Abode, 
And  claims  thine  Honours  there* 

Pulm  CXXXVJ.    Common  Metre. 
Gad's  Wonders  of  Creation,  Providence*  Redemption  of 

Ifrael,  and  Salvation  of  his  People. 
x  S">  Ive  Thanks  to  God  the  fovereign  Lord  ; 
VJ"    His  Mercies  JiUUndure.  AaJ 
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And  be  the  King  of  Kings  ador'd : 

His  'Truth  is  ever  fure. 

a  What  Wonders  hath  his  Wifdom  done  J 
How  mighty  is  his  Hand  ! 
Heaven,  Earth  and  Sea  He  fram'd  alone ; 
How  wide  is  his  Command  ! 

3  The  Sun  fupplies  the  Day  with  Light ; 

How  bright  his  Counfels  (bine  ! 
The  Moon  and  Stars  adorn  the  Night : 
His  Works  are  all  divine. 

4  [He  ftrook  the  Sons  of  Egypt  dead  ; 

How  dreadful  is  his  Rod  ! 
And  thence  with  Joy  his  People  led : 
How  gracious  is  our  God  ! 

5  He  cleft  the  fwelling  Sea  in  two ; 

His  Arm  is  great  its  Might, 
And  gave  the  Tribes  a  Paflage  thro*  y 
His  Power  and  Grace  unite. 

6  But  Pharoah's  Array  there  he  drown'd  ; 

How  glorious  are  his  Ways  I 
And  brought  his  Saints  thro5  defart  Ground  i 
Eternal  he  his  Praife. 

7  Great  Monarchs  fell  beneath  his  Hand ; 

Victorious  is  his  Sword. 
While  Ifrael  took  the  promis'd  Land : 
And  Faithful  is  his  Word  /J 

8  He  faw  the  Nations  dead  in  Sin  ; 

He  felt  his  Pity  move. 
How  fad  the  State  the  World  was  in  t 
How  houndlefs  was  his  hove  ! 

9  He  fent  to  fave  us  from  our  Woe  \ 

His  Goodnefs  never  fails. 

N  J  From* 
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From  Death  and  Hell  and  every  Foe  : 
And  fiill  his  Grace  prevails.. 

to  Give  Thanks  to  God  the  heavenly  King ; 
Bis  Mercies  pill  endure. 
Let  the  whole  Earth  his  Praifes  fing  ; 
Mis  *£ruth  is  ever  fure. 

Psalm  CXXXVI.     As  the  148th  Pfalm, 

1   /*">  Ive  Thanks  to  God  moft  high, 
Vj  The  univerfal  Lord  ; 
The  fovereign  King  of  Kings  ; 
And  be  his  Grace  adox'd. 

His  Power  and  Grace 

Ave  fill  the  fame  ; 

And  let  his  Name1 

Have  endlefs  Praife. 

%  How  mighty  is  his  Hand  ! 
What  Wonders  hath  he  done! 
He  form'd  the  Earth  and  Seas, 
And  fpreaid  the  Heavens  alone* 

*Thy  Mercy ,  Lordy 

Shall  Pill  endure  \ 

And  ever  fure 

Abides  tly  Word* 

3:  His  Wifdom  fram'd  the  Sun 
To  crown  the  Day  with  Light ; 
The  Moon  and  twinkling  Stars 
To  chf  er  ihe  darkfome  Night. 

His  Toner  and  Grace 

Aie  fill  the  fame  \ 

And  let  his  Name 

Have  endlefs  Yvaife* 


4  [He 
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4  [He  fmote  the  firft-born  Sons, 
The  Flower  of  Egypt,  ckad  ; 
And  thence  his  chofsn  Tribes 
With  Joy  and  Glory  led, 

'Thy  Mercy y  Lordy 
Shall  fill  endure  \ 
And  ever  fur ie    ^ 
Abides  thy  Word. 

5  His  Power  and  lifted  Rod 
Cleft  the  Red  Sea  in  two: 

And  for  his  People  made 
A  wondrous  Patfage  thro\ 

His  Power  and  Grace 

Are  fiiJ I  the  fame  ; 

Arid  let  his  Name 

Have  endlefs  Praife. 

6  But  cruel  Pharoah  there 
With  all  his  Hoft  he  drown'd  i 
And  brought  his  Ifrael  fafe 
Thro'  a  long  defart  Ground. 

'iky  Mercy,  Lord) 
Shall  (ill I  endure  \ 
And  ever  fure    , 
Abides  thy  Word. 

Pause. 

7  The  Kings  of  Canaan  fell 
Beneach  his  dreadful  Hand  ; 
While  his  own  Servants  took 
Poflfeffion  of  their  Land. 

"  His  Power  and  Grace 
Are  {till  the  fame  ; 
And  let  his  TTame 
Have  endlefs  Praife.} 


N  4  8.  He 
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8  He  faw  the  Nations  lie 

All  peiifhing  in  Sin, 
And  pity'd  the  fad  State 
The  ruin'd  World  was  in* 

Ithy  Mercy ,  Lord) 

Shall  fill  endure  ; 

And  ever  fure 

Abides  thy  jTord. 

p  He  fent  his  only  Son 
To  fave  us  from  our  Woe, 
From  Satan,  Sin  and  Deaths 
And  every  hurtful  Foe. 

His  Tower  and  Grace 

Are  fiil I  the  fame  * 

And  let  his  Name 

Have  endlefs  Praife. 

10  Give  Thanks  aloud  to  God, 
To  God  the  heavenly  King : 
And  let  the  fpacious  Earth 
His  Works  and  Glories  ficg. 

If&y  Mercy y  Lord, 

Shall  fiil  I  endure  ; 

And  ever  fure 

Abides  thy  Word 

Psalm  CXXXVL  Abridged.   Long  Metre, 

I  ^TMve  to  our  God  immortal  Praife  ; 
\J|  Mercy  and  Truth  are  ajl  his  Ways : 

Venders  of  Grace  to  God  belong, 
Repeat  his  Mercies  in  your  Song. 

a  Give  to  the  Lord  of  Lords  Renown, 
The  King  of  Kings  with  Glory  crown : 
His  Mercies  ever  jhall  endure 
When  Lords  and  Kings  are  known  no  more. 

*He 
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3  He  built  the  Earth,  he  fpread  the  Sky, 
And  fix'd  the  ferry  Lights  on  high  : 
Wonders  of  Grace  to  God  belongs 
Repeat  his  Mercies  in  'jour  Song. 

4  He  fills  the  Sun  v.'irh  Morning-Light, 
He  bids  thf  Moon  direft  the  Nighf : 
His  Mercies  ever  Jbill  endure 
When  Suns  and  Moons  frail  fhine  no  more. 

J  The  Jews  he  freed  from  Ph  ro*>h  s  Hand, 
And  brought  them  to  the  promised  Land  : 
Wonders  of  Grace  to  God  he  loner  r 
Repeat  his  Mercies  in  your  Songi, 

6  He  faw  the  Gentiles  d^ad  in  Sin, 
And  felt  his  Piry  woik  within  : 
His  Mercies  ever  fo  a  II  endure 

When  Death  and  Sin  {hall  reign  no  more. 

7  He  fent  his  Son  with  Power  to  fave 
From  Guilt  and  Darknefs  and  the  Grave : 
Wonders  of  Grace  to  God  belongs 

Repeat  his  Mercies  in  your  Songi- 

8  Thro'  this  vain  World  he  guides  our  Feet, 
And  leads  us  to  his  heavenly  Seat: 

His  Mercies  ever  foal  I  enduro 

When  this  vain  World  fhall  be  no  more. 

P  s  a  i  m  CXXXVIIL 
Reftcring  and  Preferring  Graee. 
I  [\7t 71th  all  my  Powers  of  Heart  and  Tongue 
V  V    I'll  praife  my  Maker  in  my  Song  : 
Angels  fhall  hear  the  Notes  I  raifev. 
Approve  the  Song,  and  join  the  Praife. 

1  Angels  that  make  thy  Church  their  Care 
Shail  wkaefs  my  Devotions  there,. 

N  5  mile- 
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While  holy  Zeal  dire&s  my  Eyes      - 
To  thy  fair  Temple  in  the  Skies.] 

3  I'll  fing  thy  Truth  and  Mercy,  Lord, 
I'll  fing  the  Wonders  of  thy  Word  | 
Not  all  thy  Wo.ks  and  Names  below 

.    So  much  thy  Power  and  Glory  fhow. 

4  To  God  I  cry'd  when  Troubles  rofe  ; 
He  heard  me,  and  fubdu'd  my  Foes, 
He  did  my  rifing  Fears  controul, 

And  Strength  difius'd  thro'  all  my  Soul. 

5  The  God  of  Heav'n  maintains  his  State, 
Frowns  on  the  Proud,  and  fcorns  the  Great  ;, 
But  from  his  Throne  defcends  to  fee 

The  Sons  of  humble  Poverty. 

6  Amidft  a  thoufand  Snares  I  fland 
Upheld  and  guarded  by  thy  Hand  ; 
Thy  Words  my  fainting  Soul  revive, 
And ^keep  my  dying  Faith  alive. 

7  Grace  will  compleat  what  Grace  begins, 
To  fave  from  Sorrows  or  from  Sins  : 
The  Work  that  WifJcm  undertakes 
Eternal  Mercy  ne'er  forfakes. 

Psalm  CXXXIX.    Firfl  Fart.    Long  Metre. 
'The  All-feeing  God. 
i  1      Ord,  thou  haft  fearch'd  and  feen  me  thro'; 
1   y  Thine  Fye  commands  with  piercing  View 
My  rifing  and  my  refting  Hours, 
My  Heart  and  Flefh  with  all  their  Powers. 

a  My  Thoughts,  before  they  are  my  own, 
Are  to  my  God  diftin£Hy  known; 
He  knows  the  Words  I  meantofpeak 
E'er  from  my  opening  Lips  they  bfeak. 

3  Within 
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5  Within  thy  circling  Power  I  fland  ; 
On  every  Side  I  find  thy  Hand  : 
Awake,  afleep,  at  home,  abroad, 
I  am  furrounded  frill  with  God. 

4  Amazing  Knowledge,  vaft  and  great ! 
What  large  Extent  !  what  lofty  Height ! 
My  Soul  with  all  the  Powers  I  boaft 

Is  in  the  boundlefs  ProfpecT:  loft. 

5  0  may  thefe  "Thoughts  peffefs  my  Ere  aft  y 
Where-eer  I  rovey  wheye-eer  I  reft  ! 
Nor  let  my  weaker  PajJto?7S  dare 
Confent  to  Siny  for  Gcd  is  there. 

P  a  u  s  e  I. 

6  Could  I  fo  falfe,  fo  faithlefs  prove, 
To  quit  thy  Service  and  thy  Lo;e, 
Where,  Lord,  could  I  thy  Preience  fhun. 
Or  from  thy  dreadful  Glory  run  1 

-■  If  up  to  Heaven  I  take  my  Flight, 
Tis  there  thou  dwell'ft  enthron'd  in  Light; 
Or  dive  to  Hell,  there  Vengeance  reigns,     ^ 
And  Satan  groans  beneath  thy  Chains, 

8  If  mounted  on  a  Morning-Ray 
I  fly  beyond  the  V/eflern  Sea, 
Thy  fwift-r  Hand  wou'd  farft  arrive, 
And  there  arreft  thy  Fugitive. 

$  Or  fhould  I  try  to  fhun  thy  Sight 
Beneath  the  fpreading  Vail  of  Night, 
One  Glance  of  Thine,  one  piercing  Ray 
Wou'd  kindle  Darknefs  into  Day. 

10  0  may  thefe  'Thoughts  poffefs  my  Bregj}. 
Where-eer  I  rove}  wtere-eer  I  reft  ! 

No, 
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Nor  let  my.weater  ¥  anions  dare} 
Cwfent  to  Sin  j  for  God  is  there. 

P  A  V-  s  e   IL 
li  The  Vail  of  Night  is  no  Difguife, 
No  Screen  from  thy  All-  &  arching  Eyes  ; 
Thy  Hand  can  feiz.e  thy  Foes  asToon 
Thro*  Midnight  lhades  as  blazing  Noon. 

12  Midnighrand  Noon  in  this  agree, 
Great  God,  they?Te  both  alike  to  Thee. 
Not  Death  can  hide  what  God  will  fpy, 
And  Hell  lies  naked  to  his  Eye. 

2  J.  0  may  thefe  "Thoughts  poffefs  my  Breaft, , 

Where-eer  I  rove ,  where- e'er  I  reft  ! 
Nor  let  my  'weaker  Paffions  dare 
Confent  to  Sir?,  for  God  is  there. 

Psalm  CXXXIX.   Second  Part.  Long  Metre. 

The  wonderful  Formation  of  Man* 

x  >^T~iWas  from  thy  Hand,  my  God,  I  carne^ 
X     A  Work  of  fuch  a  curious  Frame  ; 
J|  me  thy  fearful  Wonders  ihine, 
And  each  proclaims  thy  Skill  divine. 

%  Thine  Eyes  did  all  my  Limbs  furvey, 
Which  yet  in  dark  Confufion  lay; 
Thou  faw'ft  the  daily  Growth  they  took^ 
Form'dby  the  Model  of  thy  Book. 

3  Ey  Thee  my  growing  Parts  were  nam'd, 
And  what  thy  fovereign  Counfels  fram'd, 
(The  breathing  Lungs,  the  beating  Heart) 
Was  copy'd  with  unerring  Art. 

4  At  laft  to  fhew  my  Maker's  Name, 
C%i  ftamp'd  his  linage  on  my  Fianse., 

Aad 


Psalms.  293 

Aid  infome  unknown  Moment  join'd 
The  finifh'd  Members  to  the  Mind. 

5  There  the  young  Seeds  of  Thought  began, 
And  all  the  Paffions  of  tire  Man  : 
Great  God,  our  Infant-Nature  pays 
Immortal  Tribute  to  thy  Praife. 

Pa  use. 
Lord,  Gnce  in  my  advancing  Age 
I've  afied  on  Life  s  bufy  Stage, 
Thy  Thoughts  of  Love  to  me  furmount 
The  Power  of  Numbers  to  recount. 

7  I  could  furvey  the  Ocean  o'er, 
And  count  each  Sand  that  makes  the  Shore 
Eefore  my  fwifteft  Thoughts  could  trace 
The  numerous  Wonders  of  thy  Grace* 

8  Thefe  on  my  Heart  ai-e  ftill  impreft, 
With  thefe  I  give  my  Lyes  to  Reft  ; 
And  at  my  making  Hour  I  find 

God  and  his  Love  pofiefs  my  Mind. 

Psalm  CXXXIX.    Third  Part.    Long  Metre. 

Sincerity  frofeJi>   and  Grace    tryd\  or,  Ihe  Heart* 

fearching  God. 

1  "\  /|Y  God,  what  inward  Grief  I  feel 
J\jL  When  impious  Men  tranfgrefs  thy  Will  \ 
I  mourn  to  hear  their  Lips  profane 

Take  thy  tremendous  Name  in  vain,. 

2  Does  not  my  Soul  deteft  and  hate 
The  Sons  or  Malice  and  Deceit  i 
Thofe  that  oppofe  thy  Laws  and  Thee, 
I  count  them  Enemies  to  me. 


j  Lord,  fearch  my  Soul,  try  every  Thought ; 
Tbo'  my  own  Heart  accufe  me  not 


Of 
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Of  walking  in  a  falfe  Difguife, 
I  beg  the  Trial  of  thine  Eyes. 

4  Doth  fecret  Mifchief  lurk  within  ? 
Do  I  indulge  fome  unknown  Sin  ? 
O  turn  my  Feet  when-e'er  I  ftray, 
And  lead  me  in  thy  perfeft  Way. 

Psalm  CXXXIX.    Ftrft  Part.    Common  Metre. 

God  is  every  where. 

I  T  N  all  my  vaft  Concerns  with  Thee 
In  vain  my  Soul  wou'd  try 
To  fhun  thy  Prefence,  Lord,  or  flee 
The  Notice  of  thine  Eye. 

%  Thy  ail-furrounding  Sight  furveys 
My  Rifing  and  my  Reft, 
My  publick  Walks,  my  private  Way$, 
And  Secrets  of  my  Breaft. 

3  My  Thoughts  lie  open  to  the  Lord 

Before  they're  form'd  within  ; 
And  e'er  my  Lips  pronounce  the  Word5 
He  knows  the  Senfe  I  mean. 

4  O  wondrous  Knowledge,  deep  and  high  J 

Where  can  a  Creature  hide  ? 
Within  thy  circling  Arms  I  lie, 
Befet  on  every  Side. 

5  So  let  thy  Grace  furround  me  ftill, 

And  like  a  Bulwark  prove, 

To  guard  my  Soul  from  every  III 

Secur'd  by  fovereign  Love. 

Pause. 

6  Lor^>  where  fhall  guilty  Souls  retire, 

Forgotten  and  unknown  ? 

In 
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In  Hell  they  meet  thy  dreadful  Fire, 

In  Heaven  thy  glorious  Throne, 

7  Should  I  fupprefs  my  vital  Breath 

To  Tcape  the  Wrath  divine, 
Thy  Voice  would  break  the  Bars  of  Death5 
And  make  the  Grave  refign. 

8  If  wing'd  with  Beams  of  Morning-Light 

I  fly  beyond  the  Weft, 
Thy  Hand,  which  muft  fupport  my  Flight,. 
Wou'd  foon  betray  my  Reft. 

9  If  o'er  my  Sins  I  think  to  draw 

The  Curtains  of  the  Night, 
Thofe  flaming  Eyes  that  guard  thy  Law 
Wou'd  turn  the  Shades  to  Light. 

10  The  Beams  of  Noon,  the  Midnight-Hour 

Are  both  alike  to  Thee  : 
O  may  I  ne'er  provoke  that  Power 
From  which  I  cannot  flee  ! 

Psalm  CXXXiX.  Second  Part.  Common  Metre, 
l!he  Wifdom  of   God  in  the  Formation  of  Man* 

1  \\1  Hen  I  with  pleafing  Wonder  ftand, 

V  V      And  all  my  Frame  furvey, 
Lord,  'tis  thy  Wurk  :  I  own,  thy  Hand 
Thus  built  my  humble  Clay. 

2  Thy  Hand  my  Heart  and  Reins  poffeft 

Where  unborn  Nature  grew, 
Thy  Wifdom  all  my  Features  trac'd, 
And  all  my  Members  drew. 

3  Thine  Eye  with  niceft  Care  furvey*d 

The  Growth  of  every  Part ; 
Till  the  whole  Scheme  thy  Thoughts  had  laid 
Was  copy'd  by  thy  Arts 

4  Heaven, 
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4  Heaven,   Earth,  and  Sea,  and  Fire,  and  Wind 

Shew  me  thy  wondrous  Skill  ; 
But  I  review  my  felf,  and  find 
Diviner  Wonders  ftill. 

5  Thy  awful  Glories  round  me  fhine, 

My  Flefh  proclaims  thy  Praife  ; 
Lord,  to  thy  Works  of  Nature  join 
Thy  Miracles  of  Grace. 

Psalm  CXXXIX.  i4)  17,  iff.   Third  Part. 

Common  Metre. 

The  Mercies  of  God r  innumerahle. 

An  Evening  Pfalm. 

I  1      Ord,  when  I  count  thy  Mercies  o'er,, 

J /     They  ftrike  me  with  Surprize  ; 

Not  all  the  Sands  that  fpread  the  Shore 
To  equal  Numbers  rife. 

%  My  Flefh  with  Fear  and  Womfer  ftands^ 
The  Produa  of  thy  Skill, 
And  hourly  Bleffings  from  thy  Hands 
Thy  Thoughts  of  Love  reveal. 

3  Thele  on  my  Heart  by  Night  I  keep  ; 
How  kind,  how  dear  to  me  ! 
O  may  the  Hour  that  ends  my  Sleep 
Still  find  my  Thoughts  with  Thee, 

Psalm  CXLL    Ver.  2,  3,  4,  5* 

WatchfuJnefS)  and  Brotherly  Reproof. 
A  Morning  or  Evening  Pfalm. 
*  A  ytY  God,  accept  my  early  Vows,« 
JlVjl  Like  Morning-Incenfe  in  thiac  Houfe 
And  let  my  nightly  Worlhip  rife 
Sweet  as  the  Evening  Sacrifice* 

a  Watch 
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1  Watch  o*er  my  Lips,  and  guard  them,  Lore*, 
From  every  ralh  and  heedlefs  Word  ; 
Nor  let  my  Feet  incline  to  tread 
The  guilty  Path  where  Sinners  lead. 

3  G  may  the  Righteous,  when  I  ftray, 
Smite  and  reprove  my  wandring  Way ! 
Their  gentle  Words,  like  Ointment  fhed, 
Shall  never  bruife  but  cheer  my  Head. 

4  When  I  behold  them  preft  with  Grief, 
I'll  cry  to  Heaven  for  their  Relief ; 
And  by  my  warm  Petitions  prove 
How  much  I  prize  their  faithful  Love* 

Psalm  CXLIT. 
God  is  the  Hope  of  the  Helfhfu 

1  ^T"*0  God  I  made  my  Sorrows  known, 

X       From  God  I  foiight  Relief ; 
In  long  Complaints  before  his  Throne 
I  pour'd  out  all  my  Grief. 

2  My  Soul  was  overwhelm 'd  with  Woes, 

My  Heart  began  to  break  ; 
My  God  who  all  my  Burdens  knows* 
He  knows  the  Way  I  take.. 

3  On  every  Side  I  caft  mine  Eye, 

And  found  my  Helpers  gone, 
While  Friends  and  Strangers  paft  me  by 
Negle&ed  or  unknown. 

4  Then  did  I  raife  a  louder  Cry, 

And  call'd  thy  Mercy  near, 
11  Thou  art  my  Portion  when  I  die> 
u  Be  thou  ray  Refuge  here. 

5  Lord,  I  am  brought  exceeding  low, 

Now  let  thine  Ear  attend, 
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And  make  my  Foes  who  vex  me  know 
.I've  an  Almighty  Friend. 

$  From  my  fad  Prifon  fet  me  flee, 
Then  fhall  I  praife  thy  Name, 
And  holy  Men  fhall  join  with  me 
Thy  Kindnefs  to  proclaim. 

Psalm  CXLIII. 
Complaint  of  heavy  Afflittions  in  Mind  And  Body* 

1  "X   /J  Y  righteous  Judge,  my  gracious  God, 
jl VX  Hear  when  I  fpread  my  Hands  abroad 
And  cry  for  Succour  from  thy  Throne, 

0  make  thy  Truth  and  Mercy  known. 

2  Let  Judgment  not  againft  me  pafs  ; 
Behold  thy  Servant  pleads  thy  Grace : 
Should  Juftice  call  us  to  thy  Bar, 

No  Man  alive  is  guiltlefs  there. 

3  Look  down  in  Pity,  Lord,  and  fee 
The  mighty  Woes  that  burden  me  ; 
Down  to  the  Duft  my  Life  is  brought, 
Like  one  long  bury'd  and  forgot. 

4  I  dwell  in  Darknefs  and  unfeen, 
My  Heart  is  defolate  within  : 

My  Thoughts  in  mufing  Silence  trace 
The  ancient  Wonders  of  thy  Grace. 

5  Thence  I  derive  a  Glimpfe  of  Hope 
To  bear  my  finking  Spirits  up  ; 

1  ftretch  my  Hands  to  God  again, 

And  thirft  like  parched  Lands  for  Rain. 

6  For  Thee  I  thirft,  I  pray,  I  mourn  ; 
When  will  thy  fmiling  Face  return  ? 
Shall  all  my  Joys  on  Earth  remove  ? 
And  God  for  ever  hide  his  Love  1 
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7  My  God,  thy  long  Delay  to  fave 
Will  fink  thy  Prifoner  to  the  Grave  ; 

My  Heart  grows  faint,  and  dim  mine  Eye  ; 
Make  hafte  to  help  before  I  die. 

8  The  Night  is  witnefs  to  my  Tears, 
Diftrefling  Pains,  diftreffing  Fears  ; 

0  might-I  hear  thy  Morning  Voice, 
How  would  my  wearied  Powers  rejoice  / 

9  In  Thee  I  trufr,  to  Thee  I  figh, 
And  lift  my  heavy  Soul  on  high  ; 
For  Thee  fit  waiting  all  the  Day, 
And  wear  ^he  tirefome  Hours  away. 

10  Break  off  my  Fetters,  Lord,  and  (how 
Which  is  the  Path  my  Feet  Ihou'd  go  ; 
If  Snares  and  Foes  befet  the  Road, 

1  flee  to  hide  me  near  my  God. 

11  Teach  me  to  do  thy  holy  Will, 
And  lead  me  to  thy  heavenly  Hill  ; 
Let  the  good  Spirit  of  thy  Love 
Conduft  me  to  thy  Courts  above. 

12  Then  fnall  my  Soul  no  more  complain* 
The  Tempter  then  fhall  rage  in  vain  ; 
And  Flefh,  that  was  my  Foe  before, 
Shall  never  vex  my  Spirit  more. 

Psalm  CXLIV.     Fivfi Fart.    Ver.  I,  z. 
A$ fiance  and  Vitlory  in  the  Spiritual  Warfate* 
iTTOR  ever  bleffed  be  the  Lord, 
X       My  Saviour  and  my  Shield  ; 
He  fends  his  Spirit  with  his  Word 
To  Aim  me  for  the  Field. 

2  When  Sin  and  Hell  their  Force  unifce, 
He  makes  my  Soul  his  Care, 

Xaftiu&s 
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Inftru&s  me  to  the  heavenly  Fight, 
And  guards  me  thro'  the  War. 

5  A  Friend  and  Helper  fo  divine 
Doth  my  weak  Courage  raife  ; 
He  makes  the  glorious  Vi&ory  mine, 
And  his  fhall  be  the  Praife. 

Psalm  CXLIV.  Second  Part.  Ver.  3,4,  5,  6* 

¥%e  Vanity  of  Man,  and  Condefcenfion  of  God. 
J  1      Ord,  what  is  Man,  pooi  feefcle  Man, 
1    j    Born  of  the  Earth  at  firft  ? 
His  Life  a  Shadow,  light  and  vain* 
Still  bailing  to  the  Duff- 

%  O  what  is  feeble  dying  Man 
Or  aay  of  his  Race, 
That  God  fhould  make  it  his  Concern 
To  vifit  him  with  Grace  1 

3  That  God  who  darts  his  Lightnings  down, 
Who  fhakes  the  Worlds  above, 
And  Mountains  tremble  at  his  Frown, 
How  wondrous  is  his  Love ! 

Psalm  CXLIV-    VbirdPart.   Ver.  12— if. 

Grace  above  Riches  ;  or,  *£he  happy  Nation* 
1  T  TAppy  the  City,  where  their  Sons 
X  ±  Like  Pillars  round  a  Palace  fetf 
And  Daughters  bright  as  polifh'd  Stones 
Give  Strength  and  Beauty*  to  the  State. 

%  Happy  the  Country,  where  the  Sheep,* 
Cattle,  and  Corn  have  large  Increafe  ;r 
Where  Men  fecurely  work  or  deep; 
Nor  Sons  of  Plunder  break  the  Peace. 

J  Happy  the  Nation  thus  endow'd, 
But  more  divinely  bleft  are  xhofe 
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On  whom  the  AU-fuflicient  God 
Himfelf  with  all  his  Grace  beftows. 

Psalm  CXLV.     Long  Metre; 
The  Greatnefs  of  God. 
I    Ti  y|  Y  God,  my  King,  thy  various  Praife 
XVjL  Shall  fill  the  Remnant  of  my  Days  j 
Thy  Grace  employ  my  humble  Tongue 
Till  Death  and  Glory  raife  the  Song. 

a  The  Wings  of  every  Hour  fhall  bear 
Some  thankful  Tribute  to  thine  Ear  ; 
And  every  fetting  Sun  fhall  fee 
New  Werks  of  Duty  done  for  Th£C. 

3  Thy  Truth  and  Juftice  Til  proclaim  ; 
Thy  Bounty  flows,  an  endlefs  Stream  ;' 
Thy  Mercy  fwift ;  thine  Anger  flow,  ** 
But  dreadful  to  the  ftubborn  Foe. 

4  Thy  Works  with  fovereign  Glory  fhine ; 
And  fpeak  thy  Majefty  divine  ; 

Let  Britain  round  her  Shores  proclaim 
The  Sound  and  Honour  of  thy  Name. 

j  Let  diftant  Times  and  Nations  raife 
The  long  Succeflion  of  thy  Praife  : 
And  unborn  Ages  make  my  Song 
The  Joy  and  Labour  of  their  Tongue. 

6  But  who  can  fpeak  thy  wondrous  Deeds  ? 
Thy  Greatnefs  all  oar  Thoughts  exceeds  ; 
Vaft  and  unfearchable  thy  Ways, 
Vaft  and  immortal  be  thy  Praife. 

Psalm  CXLV.  1—7.  11—15.    Firft  Part. 
The  Greatnefs  of  God* 
l  1      Ong  as  I  live  Til  blefs  thy  Name, 
■    4    My  King,  roy  God  of  Love ; 

My 
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My  Work  and  Joy  fhall  be  the  fame 
In  the  bright  World  above. 

Z  Great  is  the  Lord,  his  Power  unknown^ 
And  let  his  Praife  be  great : 
I'll  fing  the  Honours  of  thy  Throne, 
Thy  Works  of  Grace  repeat. 

3  Thy  Grace  fhall  dwell  upon  my  Tongue; 

And  while  my  Lips  rejoice, 
The  Men  that  hear  my  facred  Song 
Shall  join  their  chearful  Voice. 

4  Fathers  to  Sons  fhall  teach  thy  Name, 

And  Children  learn  thy  Ways  ; 

Ages  to  come  thy  Truth  proclaim, 

And  Nations  found  thy  Praife. 

5  Thy  glorious  Deeds  of  ancient  Date 

Shall  thro'  the  World  be  known  ; 
Thine  Arm  of  Power,  thy  heavenly  State 
With  publick  Splendor  fhown. 

H  The  World  is  managed  by  thy  Hands, 

Thy  Saints  are  rul'd  by  Love  ; 

And  thine  Eternal  Kingdom  Hands 

Tho'  Rocjks  and  Hills  remove. 

Psalm  CXLV.     Second  Part.     Ver.  7,  &c. 
The  Goodnefs  of  God. 
I  O Weet  is  the  Memory  of  thy  Grace, 
^     My  God,  my  heavenly  King ; 
Let  Age  to  Age  thy  Righteoufnefs 
In  Sounds  of  Glory  ling. 

Z  God  reigns  on  high,  but  not  confines 
His  Goodnefs  to  the  Skies  ; 
Thro'  the  whole  Earth  his  Bounty  fhines 
And  every  Want  fupplies. 

3  With 


Psalms.  jgj 

5  With  longing  Eyes  thy  Creatures  wait 
On  Thee  for  daily  Food, 
Thy  liberal  Hand  provides  their  Meat 
And  fills  thsir  Mouths  with  Gopd. 

4  How  kind  are  thy  Compaflions,  Lord  ! 

How  flow  thine  Anger  moves  ! 
But  foon  he  fends  his  pardoning  Word 
To  cheer  the  Souls  he  loves. 

5  Creatures  with  all  their  endlefs  Race 

Thy  Power  and  Praife  proclaim; 
But  Saints  that  tafte  thy  richer  Grace 
Delight  to  blefs  thy  Name. 

Psalm  CXLV.  14,  17,8V.     Third  Part. 
Mercy  to  Sufferers  ;  or,  God  hearing  Prayer, 

1  T     ET  every  Tongue  thy  Goodnefis  fpeak, 
I  j     Thou  fovereign  Lord  of  all ; 

Thy  ftrengthning  Hands  uphold  the  Weak, 
And  raife  the  Poor  that  fall. 

2  When  Sorrow  bows  the  Spirit  down, . 

Or  Virtue  lies  diftreft 
Beneath  fome  proud  Oppreflbr's  Frown, 
Thou  giv'ft  the  Mourners  Reft. 

3  The  Lord  fupports  our  tottering  Days, 

And  guides  our  giddy  Youth ; 
Holy  and  juft  are  all  his  Ways, 
And  all  his  Words  are  Truth.' 

4  He  knows  the  Pains  his  Servants  feeJ, 

He  hears  his  Children  cry, 
And  their  beft  Wifhes  to  fulfil 
His  Grace  is  ever  nigh. 

5  His  Mercy  never  fhall  remove 

From  Men  of  Heart  fincere  ; 

He 
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He  faves  the  Souls  whofe  humble  Love 
Is  join'd  with  holy  Fear. 

6  [His  ftubborn  Foes  his  Sword  ftjall  flay, 

And  pierce  their  Hearts  with  Pain  ; 

But  None  that  ferve  the  Lord  fhall  fay, 

M  They  fought  his  Aid  in  vain.] — 

7  [My  Lips  fhall  dwell  upon  his  Praife, 

And  fpread  his  Fame  abroad  ; 

Let  all  the  Sons  of  Adam  raife 

The  Honours  of  their  God.] 

Psalm  CXLVI.     Long  Metre. 
Vraife  to  God  for  his  Goadnefs  and  'Truth. 
i  T)Raife  ye  the  Lord.     My  Heart  fhall  joiit 
X     In  Work  fo  pleafant,  fo  divine, 
Now  while  the  Flefh  is  mine  abode, 
And  when  my  Soul  afcends  to  God. 

%  Praife  fhall  employ  my  nobleft  Powers 
While  Immortality  endures  : 
My  Days  of  Praife  fhall  ne'er  be  paft. 
While  Life  and  Thought  and  Being  laft. 

3  Why  fhould  I  make  a  Man  my  Truft  ? 
Princes  muft  die  and  turn  to  Duft  ; 
Their  Breath  departs,  their  Pomp  and  Powe* 
And  Thoughts  all  vanifh  in  an  Hour. 

4  Happy  the  Man  whofe  Hopes  rely 
On  IfraeVs  God  :  He  made  the  Sky, 
And  Earth  and  Seas  with  all  their  Train, 
And  None  fhall  find  his  Promife  vaia. 

j  His  Truth  for  ever  (lands  fecure  : 

He  faves  th'  Oppreft,  he  feeds  the  Poor  ; 
He  fends  the  labouring  Conference  Peace, 
And  grants  the  Prifoaer  fweet  Releafe. 

6  Ti* 
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6  The  Lord  hath  Eyes  to  give  the  Blind  ; 
The  Lord  fupports  the  finking  Mind  : 
He  helps  the  Stranger  in  Dilhefs, 

The  Widow  and  the  Fatherlcfs. 

7  He  loves  his  Saints ;  he  knows  them  well, 
But  turns  the  Wicked  down  to  Hell: 
Thy  God,  O  Zion,  ever  reigns  ; 

Praife  him  in  everlafting  Strains, 

Psalm  CXLVI.     As  the  115th  Pfaim; 

Praife  to  God  for  his  Gocdnefs  and  "Truth. 

1  T'LL  praife  my  Maker  with  my  Breath  ; 
J[  And  when  my  Voice  is  loft  in  Death 

Praife  fhall  employ  my  nobler  Powers  : 
My  Days  of  Praife  fhall  ne'er  be  part 
While  Life  and  Thought  and  Being  laft, 

Or  Immortality  endures* 

z  Why  fhould  I  make  a  Man  my  Truft  ? 
Princes  rpuft  die  and  turn  to  Duft  ; 

Vain  is  the  Help  of  Flefh  and  Blood  ; 
Their  Breath  departs,  their  Pomp  and  Power 
And  Thoughts  all  vanifh  in  an  Hour, 
Nor  can  they  make  their  Promife  good. 

5  Happy  the  Man  whofe  Hopes  rely 
On  IfraeW  God  ;  He  made  the  Sky, 

And  Earth  and  Seas  with  all  their  Train  ; 
His  Truth  for  ever  ftands  fecure  ; 
He  faves  th'  Oppreft,  he  feeds  the  Poor, 

And  None  fhall  find  his  Promife  vain. 

The  llorpl  hath  Eyes  to  give  the  Blind ; 
The  Lord  fupports  trie  finking  Mind  ; 
He  finds  the  labouring  Conference  Peace : 
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He  helps  the  Strange*  in  Diftxe fs, 
The  Widow  and  the  Fatherlefs, 

And  grants  the  Prifoner  fweet  Releafe. 
■ 

5  He  loves  his  Saints;  he  knows  them  well, 
But  turns  the  Wicked  down  to  Hell: 

Thy  God,  O  Zion,  ever  reigns ; 
Let  every  Tongue,  let  every  Age 
In  this  exalted  Work  engage  { 

Praife  him  in  everlafting  Strains. 

.- 

6  I'll  praife  bim  while  he  lends  me  Breath, 
And  when  my  Voice  is  loft  in  Death 

Praife  fhall  employ  my  nobler  Powers:    .  ^   -., 
My  Days  of  Praife  fnall  ne'er  be  pair 
While  Life  and  Thought  and  Being  laft, 

Or  Immortality  endures. 

Psalm  CXLVIL     Brji  Part. 

if  be  Divine  Nature,  Providence  and  Grace. 

i  T^Raife  ye  the  Lord :   'Tis  good  to  raife 
\     Our  Hearts  and  Voices  in  his  Praife  : 
His  Nature  and  his  Works  invite 
To  make  this  Duty  our  Delight. 

2  The  Lord  builds  up  JemjaUmy 
And  gathers  Nations  to  his  Name  i 
His  Mercy  melts  the  ftubborn  Soul, 
And  makes  the  broken  Spirit  whole. 

3  He  fotm'd  the  Stars,  thofe  heavenly  Flames, 
He  counts  their  Numbers,  calls  their  Names : 
His  Wifdom  vaft,  and  knowsno  Bound, 

A  Deep  where  all  our  Thoughts  are  drown'd. 

4  Great  is  our  Lord,  and  great  his  Might  j 
And  all  his  Glories  infinite : 

He 
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He  crowns  the  Meek,  rewards'the  Juft, 
And  treads  the  Wicked  to  the  Dnft. 

Pa  use. 
5  Sing  to  the  Lord,  exalt  him  high, 

Who  fpreads  his  Cloud  all  round  the  Sky  ; 
There  he  prepares  the  fruitful  Rain, 
Nor  lets  the  Drops  defcend  in  vain. 

4  He  makes  the  Grafs  the  Hills  ad ora, 

And  clothes  the  fmiiing  Fields  with  Corn» 
The  Beafts  with  Food  his  Hands  fupply, 
And  the  young  Ravens  when  they  cry. 

7  What  is  the  Creatures  Skill  or  Force, 
The  fprightly  Man,  the  warlike  Horfe, 
The  nimble  Wit,  the  a&ive  Limb  > 
All  are  too  mean  Delights  for  Him. 

8  But  Saints  are  lovely  in  his  Sight ; 

-    He  views  his  Children  with  Delight : 
He  fees  their  Hope,  he  knows  their  Fear  *s 
And  looks  and  loves  his  Image  there. 
- 
Psalm  CXLVII.     Second  Part. 

Summer  and  Winter* 
A  Song  for  Great-Britain. 

1  /'^K  Britain f  praife  thy  mighty  God, 
y^S  And  make  his  Honours  known  abroad  ; 
He  bid  the  Ocean  round  thee  flow  ; 

Not  Bars  of  Brafs  could  guard  thee  fo.  , 

2  Thy  Children  are  fecure  and  bleft  ; 
Thy  Shores  have  Peace,  thy  Cities  Reft : 
He  feeds  thy  Sons  with  fineft  Wheat, 
And  adds  his  Blefling  to  their  Meat. 

O  2  1  Thy 
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3  Thy  changing  Seafons  he  ordains, 
Thine  early  and  thy  later  Rains ; 

His  Flakes  of  Snow  like  Wool  he  fends, 
And  thus  the  fpringing  Corn  defends. 

4  With  hoary  Frofr  he  ftrows  the  Ground  ; 
His  Hail  defcends  with  clattering  Sound ; 
Where  is  the  Man  fo  vainly  bold 

That  dares  defy  his  dreadful  Cold  ? 

5  He  bids  the  Southern  Breezes  blow  ; 
The  Ice  diiTolves,  the  Waters  flow: 
But  he  hath  nobler  Works  and  Ways 
To  call  the  Britons  to  his  Praife. 

6  To  all  the  Ifle  his  Laws  are  fhown  ; 
His  Gofpel  thro'  the  Nation  known  ; 
He  hath  not  thus  reveal'd  his  Word 
To  every  Land :  Praife  ye  the  Lord. 

Psalm  CXLVII.  7~ 9-  13 — iS.     Common  Metre, 
'The  Seafons  of  tie  Tear. 

t  X  X  7  Ith  Songs  and  Honours  founding  loud 
V  V       Addrefs  the  Lord  on  high  : 
Over  the  Heavens  he  fpreads  his  Cloud,    1 
And  Waters  vail  the  Sky. 

%  He  fends  his  Show'rs  of  BlefEng  down 
To  cheer  the  Plains  below  ; 
He  makes  the  Grafs  the  Mountains  crown, 
And  Corn  in  Valleys  grow. 

5  He  gives  the  grazing  Ox  his  Meat, 
He  hears  the  Ravens  cry ; 
But  Man  who  taftes  his  fineft  Wheat 
Should  raife  his  Honours  high. 

4  His 
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4  His  fteady  Counfels  change  the  Face 

Of  the  declining  Year  ; 
.    He  bids  the  Sun  cut  fhort  his  Race, 
And  wintiy  Days  appear. 

5  His  hoary  Froft,  his  fleecy  Snow 

Defcend  and  clothe  the  Ground  ; 
The  liquid  Streams  forbear  to  flow, 
In  Icy  Fetters  bound. 

6  When  from  his  dreadful  Stores  on  high 

He  pours  the  rattling  Hail, 
The  Wretch  that  dares  this  God  defy 
Shall  find  his  Courage  fail. 

7  He  fends  his  Word  and  melts  the  Snow, 

The  Fields  no  longer  mourn  ; 
He  calls  the  warmer  Gales  to  blow, 
And  bids  the  Spring  return. 

8  The  changing  Wind,  the  flying  Cloud 
Obey  his  mighty  Word  : 

With  Songs  and  Honours  founding  loud, 
Praife  ye  the  fovereign  Lord. 

Psalm  CXLVIII.     Proper  Metre. 

Praife  to  God  from  all  Creatures, 

YE  Tribes  of  Adam,  join 
With  Heaven  and  Earth  and  Seas, 
And  offer  Notes  divine 
To  your  Creator's  Praife. 
Ye  holy  Throng 
Of  Angels  bright 
In  Worlds  of  Light 
Begin  the  Song, 
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i  Thou  Sun  with, darling  Rays, 
And  Moon  that  rules  the  Nigh^ 
Shine  to  your  Makers  Praife, 
With  Stars  of  twinkling  Light, 

His  Power  declare, 

Ye  Floods  on  high, 

And  Clouds  that  fly 

In  empty  Air. 

3  The  fhining  "Worlds  abovf* 
In  glorious  Order  ftand, 
Or  in  fwift  Courfes  move 
By  his  fupreme  Command, 

He  fpake  the  Word, 
And  all  their  Frame 
From  Nothing  came 
To  praife  the  Lord. 

4  He  mov'd  their  mighty  Wheeh 
In  unknown  Ages  paft, 

And  each  his  Word  fulfils 
While  Time  and  Nature  lafly 

Jn  different  Ways 

His  Works  proclaim 

His  wondrous  Name, 

And  fpeak  his  Praife. 

P  A    V    $   €* 

5  Let  all  the  E*rth~born  Race,, 
And  Monfters  of  the  Deep, 
The  Fi'fli  that  cleave  the  Seas> 
Or  in  their  Bofom  fleep, 

prom  Sea  and  Shore 
Their  Tribute  pay, 
And  (till  difplay 
Their  Maker's  Power* 

6  Ye 
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6  Ye  Vapours,  Hail  and  Snow, 
Praife  ye  th*  Almighty  Lord, 
And  ftormy  Winds  that  blow 
To  execute  his  -Word. 

When  Lightnings  fhine, 
Or  Thunders  roar, 
Let  Earth  adore 
His  Hand  divine. 

7  Ye  Mountains  near  the  Sties, 
With  lofty  Cedars  there, 
And  Trees  of  humbler  Size 
That  Fruit  in  plenty  bear, 

Beafts  wild  and  tame, 
Birds,  Flies  and  Worms, 
In  various  Forms 
Exalt  his  Name. 

$  Ye  Kings,  and  Judges  fea* 
The  Lord,  the  fovereign  King  ; 
And  while  you  rule  us  here, 
His  heavenly  Honours  fing: 

Nor  let  the  Dream 

Of  Power  and  State 

Make  you  forget 

His  Power  fuprcme. 

9  Virgins  and  Youths,  engage 
To  found  his  Praife  divine* 
While  Infancy  and  Age 
Their  feebler  Voices  join  ; 

Wide  as  he  reigns 

His  Name  be  fung 

By  every  Tongue 

In  endlefe  Strains. 
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to  Let  all  the  Nations  fear 
The  God  that  rules  above, 
He  brings  his  People  near, 
And  makes  them  tafte  his  Love : 

While  Earth  and  Sky 

Attempt  his  Praife, 

His  Saints  fhall  raife 

His  Honours  high. 

Psalm    CXLVIIL    Parapbrds'din  Long 
Metre- 

Tlnkerfal  Praife  to  God* 

Oud  Hallelujahs  to  the  Lord 
From  diftant  Worlds  where  Creatines  d  well; 
Let  Heaven  begin  the  folemn  Word, 
And  found  it  dreadful  down  to  Hell. 


•L 


Note,  This  Tf aim  may  he  fung  to  the  Tune  of  the 
old  1 12th  or  izph  Fj aim,  if thefe  two  Lines  be  added 
to  every  Stanzay  (viz.) 

Each  of  his  Works  his  Name  difplays, 
But  they  can  ne'er  fulfil  the  Praife. 

ether  wife  it  muji  be  fung  to  the  ufual  Tunes  of  the 
Long  Metre. 

2  The  Lord  !  how  abfolute  he  reigns  Is 
Let  every  Angel  bend  the  Knee  ; 
Sing  of  his  Love  in  heavenly  Strains, 
And  fpeak  how  fierce  his  Terrors  be. 

3  High  on  a  Throne  his  Glories  dwell, 
An  awful  Throne  of  fhining  Blifs : 
Fly  thro*  the  World,  O  Sun,  and  tell 
How  dark  thy  Beams  compar'd  to  his. 

4  Awake* 
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4  Awake  ye  Tempefts,  and  bis  Fame 
In  Sounds  of  dreadful  Praife  declare  ; 
And  the  fweet  Whifper  of  his  Name 
Fill  every  gentler  Breeze  of  Air. 

5  Let  Clouds  and  Winds  and  Waves  agree 
To  join. their  Praife  with  blazing  Fire  ; 
Let  the  firm  Earth  and  rolling  Sea 

In  this  eternal  Song  confpire. 

6  Ye  flow'ry  Plains,  proclaim  bis  Skill ; 
Valleys  lie  low  before  his  Eye  ; 

And  let  his  Praife  from  ev'ry  Hill 
Rife  tuneful  to  the  Neighbouring  Sky* 

7  Ye  ftubborn  Oaks,  and  Irately  Pines, 
Bend  your  high  Branches  and  adorer 
Praife  him,  ye  Beafts,  in  different  Strains  ; 
The  Lamb  muft  bleat,  the  Lion  roar. 

8  Birds,  ye  malt  make  his  Praife  your  Theme> 
Nature  demands  a  Song  from  you  : 

While  the  dumb  Fifb  that  cut  the  Stream 
Leap  up  and  mean  his  Praifestoo. 

p  Mortals,  can  you  refrain  your  Tongue, 
WThen  Nature  all  around  you  lings  ? 
O  for  a  Shout  from  Old  and  Young, 
From  humble  Swains,  and  lofty  Kfngs ! 

io  Wide  as  his  vaft  Dominion  lies 
Make  the  Creator's  Name  be  known  ; 
Xoud  as  his  Thunder  ihout  his  Praift^ 
And  found  it  lofty  as  his  Throne. 

1 1  Jehovah  !  'tis  a  glorious  Word, 
O  may  it  dwell  on  every  Tongue  i 

O  5  Jul 
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But  Saints  who  beft  have  known  the  Lord 
Are  bound  to  raife  the  nobleft  Song. 

12  Speak  of  the  Wonders  of  that  Love 
Which  Gabriel  plays  on  every  Chord  : 
from  all  Below  asd  all  Above, 
Loud  Hallelujahs  to  the  Lord. 

Psalm  CXLVIIL     Short  Metre, 
TJniverfal  Praife. 

1  1      E  T  every  Creature  join 
I    j  To  praife  th'  eternal  God  ; 

Ye  heavenly  Hofts,  the  Song  begin. 
And  found  his  Name  abroad. 

2,  Thou  Sun  with  golden  Beams, 
And  Moon  with  paler  Rays, 
.  Ye  (tarry  Lights,  yc  twinkling  Flamas. 
Shine  to  your  Makers  Praife. 

3  He  built  thofe  Worlds  above, 
And  fis'd  their  wondrous  Ffame  ; 

By  his  Com.mand  they  ftand  or  move^ 
And  ever  fpeak  his  Name. 

4  Ye  Vapours,  when  ye  rife, 
Or  fall  in  Show'rs  or  Snow, 

Ye  Thunders  murmuring  round  the  Skie^ 
His  Power  and  Glory  fhow. 

5  Wind,  Hail,  and  flaftiing  Fire, 
Agree  to  praife  the  Lord, 

When  ye  in  dreadful  Storms  confpire 
To  execute  his  Woa*L 
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6  By  all  his  Works  above 
His  Honours  be  expreft  ; 

But  Saints  that  tafte  his  faving  Love 
Should  /ing  his  Praifes  beft. 

Pause    I. 

7  Let  Earth  and  Ocean  know 
They  owe  their  Maker  Praife  ;  • 

Praife  him,  ye  watry  Worlds  below, 
And  Monfters  of  the  Seas. 

8  From  Mountains  near  the  Sky 
Let  his  high  Praife  refound, 

From  humble  Shrubs  and  Cedars  high, 
And  Vales  and  Fields  around. 

9  Ye  Lions  of  the  Wood, 

And  tamer  Beafts  that  graze, 
Ye  live  upon*his  daily  Food, 
And  he  expe&s  your  Praife. 

io  Ye  Birds  of  lofty  Wing, 

On  high  his  Praifes  bear  ; 
Or  fit  on  flow'ry  Boughs,  and  fing 

Your  Maker  Js  Glory  there. 

1 1  Ye  creeping  Ants  and  Worms, 
His  various  Wifdom  fhow, 

And  Flies  in  all  your  fhining  Swarms, 
Praife  him  that  dreft  you  fb. 

12  By  all  the  Earth-born  Race 
His  Honours  be  expreft, 

But  Saints  that  know  his  heavenly  Grace 
Should  learn  to  praife  him  beft. 
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Pause    IL 

i  3  Monarchs  of  wide  Command, 

Praife  ye  th*  eternal  King, 
Judges,  adore  that  fovereign  Hand 

Whence  all  your  Honours  fpring, 

14  Let  vigorous  Youth  engage 

To  found  his  Praifes  high  ; 
While  growing  Babes  and  withering  Age 

Their  feebler  Voices  try* 

x  5  United  Zeal  be  fliown 

His  wondrous  Fame  to  raife  ; 
God  is  the  Lord :  his  Name  alone 

Deferves  our  endlefs  Praife. 

16  Let  Nature  join  with  Art, 

And  all  pronounce  him  Bleft, 
But  Saints  that  dwell  fo  near  his  Heart 

Should  fing  his  Praifes  belt. 

Psalm  CXLIX. 

JPraife  Gody  all  his  Saints  ;  or,  'The  Saints  judging 
the  World. 

i     A  LLye  that  love  the  Lord  rejoice, 
X"\    And  fet  your  Songs  be  new  ; 
Amidft  the  Church  with  chearfnl  Voice 
His  later  Wonders  fliew. 

%  The  Jews,  the  People  of  his  Grace, 
Shall  their  Redeemer  fing  ; 
And  Gentile  Natioas  join  the  Praife 
While  Zhn  owns  her  King. 

3  The 
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5  The  Lord  takes  Pleafure  in  the  Juft, 
Whom  Sinners  treat  with  Scorn  : 
The  Meek  that  lie  dcfpis'd  in  Daft 
Salvation  fhall  adorn. 

4  Saints  fhould  be  joyful  in  their  King 

Even  on  a  dying  Bed  : 
And  like  the  Souls  in  Glory  (Tng, 
For  God  fhall  raife  the  Dead. 

5  Then  his  high  Praife  fhall  fill  their  Tongue5> 

Their  Hands  fhall  wield  the  Sword  ; 
And  Vengeance  fhall  attend  their  Songs, 
The  Vengeance  of  the  Lord. 

f  When  drift  his  Judgment- feat  afcends, 
And  bids  the  World  appear, 
Thrones  are  prepar'd  for  all  his  Friends 
Who  humbly  lov'd  him  here. 

7  Then  fhall  they  rule  with  Iron-Rod 
Nations  thatdar'd  rebel ; 
And  join  the  Sentence  of  their  God, 
On  Tyrants  doom'd  to  Hell. 

S  The  Royal  Sinners  bound  in  Chains 
New  Triumphs  fhall  afford  ; 
Such  Honour  for  the  Saints  remains : 
Praife  ye,  and  love  the  Lord. 

Psalm  CL*    *,  2,  6. 

A  Song  of  Praife. 

i  TN  God's  own  Houfe  pronounce  his  Praifef 
±     His  Grace  He  there  reveals  ; 
To  Heaven  your  Joy  and  Wonder  raife* 
Foi  there  his  Glory  dwells, 

i  Let 
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2  Let  all  your  facred  Paffions  move, 

While  you  rehearfe  his  Deeds  ; 
But  the  great  Work  of  faving  Love 
Your  higheft  Praife  exceeds. 

3  All  that  have  Motion,  Life  aad  Breath, 

Proclaim  your  Maker  Bleft  ; 
Yet  when  my  Voice  expires  in  Death,. 
My  Soul  fhall  praife  him  be& 


T  H  E    END. 
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TA  B  LE  to  ftnd  a  Pfalm  firited  to  parti- 
cular Subjects  or  Occasions. 

Note,  In  this  'Table  I  have  not  direBed  to  the  fever  at 
tarts  or  Metres  of  the  Pfalm,  left  it  floould  breed  too 
great  a  Confufion  of  Figures.  What  is  fought  in  any 
Pfalm  may  eafily  be  found  by  turning  a  Leaf  or  two 
backward  or  forward  to  the  difiinH  Parts  or  Metres* 

If  you  find  not  what  Word  you  feek  in  this  Table, 
feek  another  of  the  fame  Signification  :  Or,  feek  it  under 
■  fame  of  the  more  general  Words,  fuch  as  God,  C^rift, 

Church,  Saints,   Pfalm,   Prayer,  Praife,  Affliction, 

Grace,  Deliverance,  Death,  &V. 
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A  Dam  the  firft  and  fe- 
cond  their  Dominion  8. 
Afflifted  Pity  to  them  41, 
35,  and  tempted  fupport- 
td  55,    145,   145.  their 
Prayer  102,  143.  Saints 

part.  94. 
Afflictions  Hot?  in  them 
42,  13,  77.  Support  and 
Profit  119,  14*6  part. 
Inftrutlion  by  them  94, 
119,  iSth  part,  fan&i- 

ff  *  94*119*  iS#  parti 


Courage  in  them  119, 
17  th  part,  removed  by 
Prayer  34,  107.  Subr 
miffion  to  them  123,131, 
39.  From  Men,  fee  Per- 
fecution.  In  Mind  and 
Body  143.  Trying  our 
Graces  66,  119,  I'jtb 
part,  without  Reje&ion 
89.  Of  Saints  and  Sin- 
ners different  94.  Gentle 
103.  Moderated  125, 
very  great  102,143,  77. 
Aged  Saints  Refleclion  and 
Hope  71. 

AU-feeipg  Qod  139. 

Angels 
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Sincerity  139.   Humility  C 

Afcenfion  0/  C£W/?  24,  6Sy  /^  Are  0/  Goi  01^  foi 

47,  lie  V»y  Saints  34. 

Affiftance  /raw  G<^  144,  Charity  /a  *£e  P<wr  37,  41, 
128"  HZ*  andjuftieei^xiz. 

Atheifm  practical  14,  3d,       wixf  with  Imprecations 

12.  punijb'd  10.  35. 
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145,   147.  ORS. 

Authority/*™*  G<^  7  5,82.  Children  praijlng  God  8. 
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Chrirr  thefecond  Adam,  to 
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247.  of  the  Country  6  5 , 
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112, 
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from  Sin  51,  ^9. 
Book  of  Nature  and  Scrip- 
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his  Condefcenfion  and 
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f£e Eternal  Creator  102. 
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proceeds  thence  76. 
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109. 
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1 3 .  Pr/<fc,  Atheifmy  Op- 

preffion 
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Afflictions  in  Mind  and      God    A I t~f  efficient     33. 
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Counfel  and  fupport  from  Delight  and  Safety  in  the 
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1  ith  part.  inGod6$y  42,  73,84,18. 

Govenant  w^d*  withChrifi  Deliverance  begun  and fer* 
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from    Shipwrack   107.      Heaven,  Church,  QPc* 

/wa  Slander  31.  Surpri- 
zing 12(5.  from  Temp*  E 

tations  3,    6,  13,   18. 

from  a  Tumult  1  iS.       T^  Dfccation      Religious 
Defertion  and  Diftrefs  of  ±2,     34,  78. 

Soul  25,  13,  38,  143.       Egypts  Plagues  105. 
Defire  0/  Knowledge  119,  End    0/     Righteous     and 

$tb  part.     <>f     Holinefs       Wicked  I,  37. 

119,  11  fi>  part,  of  Com- Enemies  overcome  iS.Pray- 

fort  and  Deliverance  119,      ed for  $5,109.  deftroyed 

12th  part.  0/  quickning      12,  76,  48. 

Gitzc*  119,  Nfr£  part.     Envy  <r»d  Unbelief  curd 
Defolations,  *&e  Churches      37, 49. 

5^/(?/y  *#  ffow  46.  Equity  andWifdom  of  Fro* 

iDefjpai  r  ^w  ^  #<g£*  j#  D*  a  *  &      vidence  9 . 

I  7,49.  Deliverance from  Evening  P/^/w  4,     139, 

1*  18,  130.  141. 

©evotion   daily   55,  134,  Evidences    of   Grace,    or 

141.  o#  /*  Sick-bed  39,      Self -Examination  26.  of 

<>.   /**  Morning,  Eve-      Sincerity  18,  19,  139. 

ning,  LordVday.  Evil    2?;we/  12.     Neigh- 

Direftion  and  Pardon  2j.      fotfjv  ito.   Magiftrates 

and  defence  prayed  for  5.        II,  58,  82, 

andflcpeqi.  fee  Know-  Exaltation  of  thrift  to  the 

ledge.  Kingdom  2,  21,  22,  6% 

Difeaie/*? Sicknefs.  72,  no. 

Diftrefs  of  Soul  or  Back-  Examination  or  Evidence* 
Jliding  and  Defertion  25.       of  Grace  16,  139. 

relieved  51,  150.  Exhortations  to  Peatt  and 

Domini  Oil   of  Man   over      Holinefs  $$. 

Creatures  8. 
Doubts  and  Fears  fuppreft 

3>  3*>  143-  Faith 


I    N    D    E  TC. 

45,  65,  72,  87.  0«»- 
F  /w<r  f£e  ***#£  Gtfd  96,  98, 

47- 

FAnh  and  Prayer  of  per-  Glorification  and  Conde- 
fecutid'Skiints  35.  in  fcenfion  of  ClnjlS,  45. 
*£<?  Blood  of  Chrifi  5  r ,  Glory  of  God  in  cur  Sal- 
32.  in  divine  Grace  and  nation  69.  and  Grace 
Power  62,  130.  promifed  84,  97,  89. 

Faithfulnefs  of    God  89,  Glutton  78.    and   Lrux- 
105,  in,  145,  146.  of      £W  107. 
Man  15,  141.  God  all  in  all  127.  All- 

Falfliood,  Blafphemy,  &c.      Seeing  139.    All  fuffi- 
12.  rf?*i  OppreJJlonj  De-      cient  16,  33.  £/j  Being, 


Iterance  from  them  12, 
56. 

Family  Government  10 1. 
Love  and  rVorfiip  133. 
Blejfmgs  128. 

Fears  /Ttf*f  Doubts  fuppreft 
3,  34,  31.  /#  *fo  7#>r- 
jk/>  tff  God  89,  99.  0/ 
God  119,  13^  part. 

Flattery  and  Deceit  com- 
plained of  12,  36. 

Foxgivenefs/Ve  Pardon. 

Formal  Worjhip  50. 

Frailty  0/  ikfo;i  89,  90, 
144. 

Fretfulnefs  difccuragd  3  7 » 

Friendfhip    /Vr   Blejjings 

Funeral  P/rf/tf*  S9,  90. 


G 


Entile$£rcwi  ^  C&r//? 
2,    22,  7*2.    Church 


Attributes  and  Provi- 
dence 3d,  65,  147,  bis 
Care  0/  Saints  7,  34. 
fib  Creation  aW  Prod- 
deflce  33,  104,  &C.  our 
Defence  and  Salvation 
3,  61,  33, 115.  Eternal 
and  Sovereign  and  holy 
93.  Eternal  and  Man 
Mortal  90, 102.  Faith- 
fulnefs  10 j,  1 1 1|  89. 
Glorify'd  and  Sinners 
fav.d6$.  Goodnefsand 
Mercy  145,  103  Good- 
nefs    and    "Truth    145, 

146.  Governing  Power 
and  Goodnefs  66*  Great 
and  Good  144,  68,  145, 

147.  Heart  fe arching 
139.  cur  only  Ho  ft  and 
Help  142.  the  Judge  9, 
50,  97s  Kind  to  hir 
People  145,  146.  his 
Majefty  9  7.  rftf^  Conde- 

fcenjton 


Index. 

fcenfion  113, 144.  Mer-  Government  of  Chrift  45, 
cy  and  'Truth  36,   103,      from  God  75. 
136,    89,     145.    made  Gt zee    its    Evidences^    or 
Man  8.  of  Nature  and      Self  Examination     i6t 
Grace  65.    his  Perfe&i-       159.  above  Riches  144! 
ens  111,  36,  145,   147.       without  Merit  16,   32! 
our  Portion  and  Chrift      of  Chrift  45,   72.    and 
cur  Hope  4.  our  Portion       Providence  33,  36,  1*5 
here   and   hereafter    73.       i^tf,     147.    Preferring 
his  Power  **<{  Majejty      and  reftoring  138.  SViftf 
68,  89,  .93,  96.  Prais'd       and  Protection  5  7.  Try'd 
by  Children  8.    oar  Pre-    .•  by  Affliclions  17,66,125. 
ferver   121,   138.    pre-      and  Glory  84,  9-]!  par- 
fent  MfJiI  ChurcherS^.      doning  1 30. 
o»r  Refuge  /*  National  Guilt  of  Confciehce  relieved 
troubles  46.    our  Shep-       38,32,51,  130. 
herd  23.  fe/j  Sovereign- 
ty a??**"  Goodnefs  to  Man  j-j 
8,   113,     144.  o«r  Sup- 
port  and  Comfort    94.  rjAppy  Saint  and  cur- 
^Supreme  Governor   82,  £i  I  ed  Sinner  1. 
9h  75-  fe  Vengeance  Harveft  65,  126, 147. 
and  Compaffton  68,  97.  Health  «£*«#&  ^  afo- 
Unchangeable  89, 1 1 1.     wy  *,  30j  ^  Pf^y 
fox  Umverfal  dominion      for  6,  38,  39* 
103..  to  Wifdom  irf  iij  Heart  known  to  God  1 29. 
Works  mi,  ,39.  Wor-  Hearing ^P,^ andSah 
thy  of  4//  Pna/e  145,      <,*/&„  4>  1Q|  ^  I02. 

r*  *TiJ  5t°*  Heavetl  tf'ftparatf  Souls 

Good  Works  15,  24,  t  r 2.       and Refurteclim  1  7,  *£« 
prrf*  ^  ^i  G^  1 6.        Saints    dwelling*  Place 
Goodnefs  of  God  8,  103,      24. 

r  V  V  *4& I4*'  Holinefs  P**fo,  *»  Cwk- 

Gofpel  its  Glory  and  Sue*      fort  4.  Deft  red  11?  y  nth 

ft  I  Sound  $9,  9S.  War-      part  I  w. 
JhipandOrdertf.,  r         ?y 

Hope 


I 

In  d  ex. 

Hope  in  Darknefs  13,  77,  Inftruftive  Affiiftions  94. 

143.  of  JRefur region  i6y  Intemperance/wtfi/frV  78.   >{ 

71.     ##^    Be/pair     in       an  d  par  don  d  107, 

2>#/&     17,     49.     and  ]oy  of  Converjton  126.  fee  I 

Prayer  '27.  /<?>•  Ki#ory      Delight. 

20.    awd  DireBion  42.  Ih&el  fav'd  from  the  Affy- 

in  AffliBions  42,  143,  rians  76.  favdfrom  E~ 

Hofanna  of  *fo   Children      gypt  and  brought  to  Ca~ 

8,  /<??  ffo  Lor/fs-Day      naan  135, 136,  77, 105/  ; 

118.  107.  Rebellion  and  Pu- 

Houfhold /<?*  Family,  nifbment  78.     Purrifb*d 

Humiliation  D^y  io.  for     .and Pardon d  106,  107. 

Li/appointment  60.  travels  in .  *#&  ]/VilAer- 

Humility   4#rf  Submifpon      nefs  107,  114. 

131,  39.  Judgment  and  Mercy  9, 

Hypocrites  and  Hypocrify      62.  Day  i>  50,  96 ,  97, 

12,  50.  98,  149.  Seat  of  God  $. 

Juftice  of  Providence    9, 

I  and  Truth  towards  Men 

IDolatry  r^w  d  1  tf ^1 1 5,  Juftincation /w  3  2>  l 30. 

Jehovah  68,  83,   fcgttt,  K 

93>  9<>>  97.  .      ,     ^         r 

Jews/eelfrael.  Tflng  a  .  the   Cart-ef^ 

Images  fee  Idolatry,  AV,  JEtero**  2 1.. 

Imprecations  and  Charity  King  William  and  King 

35,  George  75. 

Incarnation  96,  97,   98,  Kingdom  of    Chrifi%  fee 

and  Sacrifice  of    Chrift.      Chrift, 

40.  Knowledge     dejired    i?> 

Infants    139.    fee  ,  Chil-      119,  9^  part. 

dren. 
Inft.u&ion  from  God  25.  L 

\    from  Scripture  119,  4^ 
"  *>**  ith  parts,  wfto)  T     AW.tff  God,  Delight 

4*  Liberality 


Index. 

Liberality  rewarded  41,  Mailer  0/  *  Family  101. 
112.  Meditation    1,  63,  119, 

"Life  and  Riches  their  Va-       5th  and  6th  part. 

nity  49.  port  and  feeble  Melancholy    reprovA  '42. 
89,  90,   144.  and  Hofe  77.    removed 

Longing  after  God  63,  42.       126. 

LordVDay  Pfalm  92,11 8.  Mercies  Common  and  Sp*- 
Morning  5 ,    19,63.  <"/<*/  68,   103.   Spiritual 

Love  of  God  to  theRigh-  and  Temporal  103.  /#- 
teouSy  and  Hatred  to  the  numerable  139.  Ever- 
Wicked     I,   1 1,    to  our      taping    136.     Recorded 

■    Neighbour  15.  of  Chrifi       107.  and  Judgment   %. 
to   Sinners  35.    of-  God      and  Truth  bf  God  36, 
better  than  Life  6 '3.  0/      103,  89,  136,  145. 
God  unchangeable  106,  Merit  dif claim  d  16. 
89.  to*  Enemies  109,35.  Meffiah,  fee  Chrifi: 
Brotherly  1 33.  ^  Wor-  Midnight   Thoughts    6^ 
jbip  in  a  Family  i$%:  139,  119,   ^th  and1 6th 

Luxury  punijh'd   78.  tftf^      part. 

£#  r*fo#  V  107-  Minifters  Ordained  132. 

Miracles  i#  *fe  Wddernefs 
M         j  114. 

Morning  ?/*/#*  3,    141. 

Ti  /I  Agiftrates     parnd      of  a  Sabbath  5,  19,  63. 

iVA  58,  82.  Qttalifica-  Mortality  of  Man  39,  49, 
//07/J  iot.'  raifed  and  90.  /?w^  /fop*  8 9, -and 
depofed  7.5.  Go/j  Eternity  90,  102. 

Majefty  0/   Gorf  68.  /« 

God.  N 

Man  his  Vanity  as  Mortal 

39,  59,  90,  144.  Z)0-  XTAtions  Honour  and 
minion  over  Creatures  8.  JJ\  Safety  is  the  Church 
Mortal  and  Chrifi  Eter-  48,  Pro/per ity  67,  144. 
nal  101.  Wonderful  for-  Bleft  and  Punijh'd  107. 
matiomw.  National  Deliverance  $7, 

•  Marriage  Myjtkaltf. '  7  5,  76,  jfei£  126.  T«- 

Manners  P/^foi  107.  folations    the    Churches 

Safety 
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Safety  and 'Triumph  in  Perfections  of  God   in, 
them  46.  145,   147,  36. 

Nature  and  Scripture  19,  Perfecuted  Saints  %  their 
119,  -jth  parr,  oj :J\dan  Prayer  and  Faith  35, 
139-  44i  74i8o,83. 

New  England  Pfalm  107.  Perfection  yiHory    over 
November  the   5^,  115,      and  Deliverance  from  it 
1 24.  7,53 ,  94.  Courage  in  it 

1 19,1 7*£  part. 
O  Perfecutors^«^y  7,129, 

149,  T3W  F*7y  14. 
/""\Bedience  fincere  32,  Complained  of  3  $,  44>74> 
V^y  18,  139.  Better  than      80,    83;       Deliverance 

Sacrifice  50.  from. them  94 >  9,  IO. 

Old  'Age  Death  90.  /wrf  Perfeverance  138.  inlry- 

Refurreftion  71,  89.  als  1 19,  17^  part. 

Omniprefence,    Omnifei-  Perfonal  Glories  of  Chrifl 
ence  ,  » Omnipotence  ,      45. 
&Pc.  fee  God^  Peftilence  Prefervation  in 

it  91. 
P  v*  Piety,  InfiruBions  therein 

34>  /**  Saint. 

PArdon    Eolinefs    and  pity  ><?   /fo  AffliBed  41. 
Comfort  4.    of  Back-     fee  Charity,  God. 
fading  7  8.  a  #d  Direction  Pleading  without  refining 
25*      rftfd     Repentance  ^  59,    123.    *#*  Promifes 
-prayed for  ^8.  and  Con-       119,  10/^ part. 
fefpori  32,    of   Original Voor  Qharity  to  them  15, 
andABual Sin  fi.plen-      37,  41,  112. 
*//*#/  wifjj  G<wf  1 30.  Portion  of  Saints  and  Sin- 

Patience  under  Afflictions      ners  n,  17,  37. 
.      39.    under   Perfecutiovs  Poverty  confe fl  \6. 

ZI^.JnDarknefs  77,  Power     and  Jldajefly    of 
,"130,131.  God  89,  68,   145.  XM 

[Ve^ccandHoli^fs  encou-      God. 

ragd^.wlthM^^  $<>•  [1 

,     fired  11.6. 

Praife 

1 


Index. 

PraifefoGorf  ftimChxl-      Dangers  ^  $I    m> 
dren  8.  for    Creation      Daily  m. 
<wrfP«;«fr„«33>I04   pride  and   Athtifm    and 
to    our    Creator    too.      O#«0?«,    way   10 
jf.^«//Creaiurrs  14S.       12.  andDe.rtbio. 
for  Eminent  Velherance  TrieAhood  of  Chrifi   <i 
54.   nS.    General  86,      llc.  J  /    5  ' 

145-   1  50-  /*  tie  Gof-  Princes  ™„  ffa,  146. 
pel  98.  jbr   Health  r*.  Profeffion  of  Sincerity  and 

fZl\   3P         £    /fl"     A*""**,    &c.    119. 
Hearing  Pr^  66  102.       34  part.  ,        foflS    J 

^/n  r,  45,/^  Pr°mifes  «'2***4* 

££:?£  G^-:<J'  Serous  jfe&i  ™r/«f 
>rKain  6--.  147.  /m;z       37    49    .,  J 

rf^Saitts     149-  -^  Protection   "truth     and 
for  temporal  Blef^s      Grace  ?      .    Z^     *" 
68,  147.  /„.  Tempta-      mght  121 
tions  overcome    18.    rir  provH~  cvSttVfcfJ  * 

Vitkhtfin  War  18.  '  '  X?l        fr™  *?* 

Prayer  i4,  54  ^  tftf      ff?*  ^^ 

inT^ofmrti\nA     bVu    %     \t     "*i 
**f  V^y  f .  ^      PerM/of'LZ" 

/^e::7    ';'  -    -  Perorded-,-,*'^ 

M.    So.     «**    «rf  in   J      F     t'j7  '^7' 

Zicrejlcrdicz.      Z  Z    2  *£*/"*** 

FaifhJfWeeutedStfnts  #7.  *  S?'   J°4>  I0?» 

^  Prayer 


Index, 

Prayer  95.    before  Set-  Recovery  from  Sicknefs  6, 

men  95.  for  'Magistrates       30,   116. 

loi.for Houjbolders  101.  Rejoicing  in  God  18.    See 

for  Mariners    107.   for       Joy,   Delight. 

Gluttons  and  Drunkards  Relative  Luties  15,  133. 

107.  for  New  England  Religion  ^^  Juftice  15. 

107.  /or  ffe  $th  cf  No         w  Words  and  Leeds  37. 

vember  115,   124.  for  Religious  Education    34, 

Great  Britain  67,  147        78. 

See  Mom  Even.  &V.      Remembrance  of  former 
Publick  Praifefor  private       L el iterances  77 ,  143. 

Mercies   116,    118.  for  Repentance  Confejjton  and 

Deliverance  124.    Wcr-       Pardon  32.  tf/z^  Prayer 

JT;/^,  Abfencefrom  it  com-      for  Pardon  and  Strength 

plain  d  of  42.     Worjhip       38.     and  Faith    in  the 

attended  on  122.    Pvy-       Blood  of  Chrijt  51. 

er  and  Prs'ife  65    84,       Reproach  removed  %  1,  ^  7. 
Punifhment  <?/  Sinners  1,  Resignation  30, 123,  131. 

11,  37.  ^^  Saluation  Refoluiions/fr/y  119,15^! 

78,  81,  iotf.    See  Af-       part. 

fli&ion.  Relroring  Grace  138,  23. 1 

Purpofes  My  119,    15th  RdiifreQion  and  Death  of 

part.  C£W/?    2,     16.    of  the 

Saints  16,   17,  40,   71, 
Q^  ^^  De^£  40,  7 1,  89. 

Reverence  in  Worfhip  89, 

Qualifications    of    a      99. 
Chripan  15,  24.  Revolution  £y  £/#£  Wil 
^^felfome    Neighbours      liam  75. 

120.  Riches    their  Vanity  49, 

Quickning     Gnzce   119,      Compared    with    Graa 

16th  pare  144. 

Righteous,  fee  Saints, 
R  Righteoufnefs  from  Chrifl 

71.  &e  Salvation,  Par 

RAin    from    Heaven      don,  Chrifh 

Sabbath, 
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and  "Triumph  18.    and 
S  Defence  in  God  <Ji.  by 

0^69,85, 

SAbbath,    fee    LordV^San&ify  d  Affleffions  119, 
Day.  laft  part,  94. 

Sacrifice  40,  51,  69.    In-  Satan  fubdued  3,  6, 13. 

carnation  of  Chrift  40.     Scripture   compared    uith 
Safety  in  publick  Dangers      the  Book  of  Nature  19, 

91.  and  'Triumph  of  the       119,  ith  part.  Inftrucfi- 

Chunh  in  Nation  &l  De-      on  from  i*  1 19,  q,th  part. 

folations  46.  in  God  61.       Delight  in   it  119,   5^ 

dwi    Delight     in      the       and  \§th  part.  Hclinefs 

Church  27.  \    and  Comfort  from  it  119, 

Saints  Happy  and  Sinners*     6 th  yzxU  P erf ecJion  11 9 f 

cur  fed    1,   11,    119,    1^       7$    part.    Variety  and 

part.      S^/Wy    '*#     *6i/       Excellency  1 19, 8*6  part. 

'Zlwej  12,  46.    #*  'A'/?       attended   vitb  the  Spirit 

Company  i6~  Characle-       119,  3*6  part. 

rJtV  15,  24.  */?i  Sin-  Seafons  of    the  Tear  65, 

ven     Portion      i]    J  7.       147. 

Dwell  in  Ilea. en  }  5,  24.  Seaman V  Song  107. 

■Punijh'd  and  fav'd  f8,  Secret  Devotion    119,    id 

106,  God's  Care  of  t t em      part,  34 

34.  Reward  at  laft  50,  Seeking  God  63,  27. 

90,  92.     and    Sinners  Self-Examination,    or  E- 

End^-jy  1,  11.  Patience      vidences    of   Grace   z6, 

and  World' 's  hatred   37.       139. 

Chajlizd  and  Srnners  de-  Separate  Souls  Heaven  1 7. 

ftrcyd<)$.  Die  hut  Chrlft  Shepherd  of  Saints  is  God 

Ihes  102.    PunifrA  and      23. 

Pardon  d  ic6>  107.  Con-  Shipwrack  presented  107. 

duffed  to  Heaven   io6y  Sick-bed  Devotion  6,   38, 

IC7.     I'ryed   arJ.   Pre-       39. 

ferved66}  125.  AffticftT  Sicknefs    healed    6y    30, 

ens modera ted  125.  judg-       no, 

ing  the  World  149.  Si gns  0/  Chriffs  coming  1 2 , 

Salvation    0/   &**#&  1^.     96,  ©v. 

P  a  Sia 


Index. 

Sin  of  Nature  14.  Origi-  Storm  and  Thunder  29, 

nal  and  Actual,    Con-       135,  148. 

fefsd  and  Par  don  d  51.  Strength  Repentance   and 

and     Chafiifement       of      Pardon  prayd  for    38. 

Saints  78,    106.    U/?i-      from  Chrift -ju  of  Grace 

verfal  14.  138- 

Sincerity  19,  26,  32,  139.  Submifiion   123,   131.    to 

Provd  and  rewarded  1$.  '    Chrift  2.  So  Sicknefs  39. 

profejt  1191  idpzrt.         Succefs  of  the  Gofpel   19, 
Sinner    cm  fed    and  Saint      110. 

happy  i}  ii.  and  Saints  Sufferings  and   Death  of 

portion  l,   I7i  37>    5°-       C^    22'    and   Kin&~ 

Eatred  and  Saints  Pa-      dom  of  Chrift  2,  22,  69, 

Hence  37.  dejlnyd  and       1 10. 

Saints  chaftizd  94.  Summer  65.  *#</  J^ter 

Sins  of   tongue   12,    34,       147- 

-Q#  Support  and  Counfel  from 

Slander  Deliverance  from      God  16.  for  the  Afflicted 

it  3I,   120.  *v*  Tempted  55.    and 

Song  fee  Pfalm.  *  Cowfcr*  /*  God  94,  119,. 

Sorrow,   /i«    Amnion,      14*6  part. 

Sicknefs,  &c  Surety  and  Sacrifice,  Chrift 

Souls  infeparate  State  17,      40. 

146,    150. 
-  Spirit  given  at  Chrift9 s  Af'  T 

cenfion  68.    &J  2e*r6- 

iJ    defired    1 19,    9*  HpEmptations  overcome 
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